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ACROSTIC. 



I n reading and scanning o'er this little book, 
S ome firalts, perhaps many, my readers will find ; 
A nd therefore while over my musings yon look, 
B e not hasty to censure, perhaps you'll be kind 
E nough to excuse, for 'tis my first attempt. 
L ittle thought I, I ever should see them in print. 
L est my readers should deem them unworthy of fame 
A llow me to say that I think the same. 

H ow oft I've refused, from a feeling of shame, 

A nd thought that my book was unworthy a name ; 

N ow at last I have yielded to see it in print. 

L et me beg of my readers again 

E zamine its pages, and read its contents, 

T ou may say 'tis not written in vain. 

Gravesend, 

December f 1868. 
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AFFECTION* S OFFERING. 






Tho bells were chiming merrily, 

England was till alive, 
Wlion England's Royal Son did wed 

His fair and lovely bride. 

And millions flock'd around to catch 
One j^liiiipsc of hor ycjuthful face ; 

And tJie iUiibtrious la'Iy smiled on them 
WiUi gentle wiiming grace. 

And Briton's sons and daughters prayed- 
A Father's hand woidd shower 

Rich blessings on the Royal home. 
Of Denmark's fairest flower. 
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And as the people clustered round, 
And gazed on her with pride, 

From many hearts the prayer arose-^ 
God bless the Koyal Biide. 

Though months and years have glided by 

tiinco that eventful dny. 
Yet still for our beloved Princess 

True British hearts will pray. 

Though she has suffered nights and days 

Of languishing and pain. 
We'll ask Our Father, in His love, 

To raise her up again. 

God spare her for her children's sake ! 

May many years pass by 
Ere they may see, with aching hearts^ 

Their gentle mother die. 

God spare her, for her parents' sake ! 

For they would grieve to part ; 
And lose in their declining years 

The darling of their hearts. 

God spare her, for a nation's sake! 

A nation's prayers I ween — 
Will oft ascend — that God will bless 

Old England's future Queen ! 

God spare her, for her husband's sake ! 

Bereft of her he'd mourn ; 
For 'tis her presence casts bright gleams 

Of sunshine through his home. 



God bless Victoria's Royal Son, — 

Long may he wear the crown, 
When England's Queen, so long beloved, 

Is called to lay it down. 

And by and by in yon bright world, 

May the Koyal household meet. 
And worship with the Heavenly host 

Before the Saviour's feet. 

The crowns that there the ransomed wear 

Shall never never fade ; 
Death shall ne'er grasp them from their brow, 

To lay them in the grave. 

Once landed on yon blissful shore. 

They shall with Jesus reign ; 
And sing the wonders of His love — 

The Lamb for sinners slain ! * 




• The above lines were written in August, 1867, while Hot Boyal 
Highness was dangerously ill, for which the writer received we 
thanks of His Boyal Highness the Prince of Wales. 
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%it t([e ^maxa oi i^i kit pr. €xaat 



Thouflfh lovod onos may shed the sad tear of sorrow 
To the moTnory of him who was cherished and dear, 

Yet moUiinks they may hear a heavenly voice whisper, 
Yo mourning ones weep not, hut he of good cheer. 

Tho voice that once jjloadod the cause of the needy, 
Tho hand that strotnhod out to help the distressed. 

The heart tJiat was wont to he moved with compassion, 
Havo ceased f^om their lahours, for he is at rest. 

Tho tongue that onco told of tho love of the Saviour, 
Tho arms that onco «:;i1horcd the lambs of the fold, 

That delighted to toach them how they might find favor, 
Now lie in tho grave, and are silent and cold. 

On wings of faith soar to yon heavenly mansion, 
Bohold him amid tho hrio^ht ani^elic hand, 

And list to hit» voire as ho joins the glad antliem, 
Lohold tho whito roho, see the palm in his hand. 

Then weep not, nor fear for the servant of Jesus, 
Nor shrink at the thought of the dark dreary tomb. 

The Saviour has passed througlx its i)orlal hefore him. 
And chas'd the thick darkness and cheered the deep 
gloom. 

He has safely passed over the swellings of Jordan, 
The hattie is fought and the victory won ; 

He has gone where no sorrow nor sighing can reach him , 
He hc^ laid down the cross and is rearing the crown. 



^nmni bu ^mtn.1 



In this world of temptation, of sorrow, and joy. 
Where fears oft distress us, and cares oft alloy, 

Where all that is earthly must £Eide; 
Live a moment at once and that in His fear 
Who suffered and bled and died for us here, 

To ransom our souls from the grave. 

A moment at once for our life is a day, 
A vapour that ere long must vanish away 

And never he seen any more ; 
Then seek that Llest land where Ihere is no decay. 
Where tears shall for ever ho all wiped away. 

And sorrow and sigliing are o'er. 

A moment at once quick as the arrow flies. 

Or swift as tlie lightning tliat darts from the skies, 

Or short as a tale that is told; 
So death witli his arrow may soon lay us low. 
Yet trusting in Jesus, rejoicing we'll go 

To that city whose streets are of gold. 

A moment at once for as the green graps. 
Which, when the sun withers, its glory is past, 

Even BO must we fade, droop, and die; 
Then if life is uncertain and death is so sure, 
Be watchful, be careful, a place to secure 

In that beautiful city on high. 
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A moment at onoe for the moment must oome 
That will usher us into our heavenly home, 

Or banish us into despair; 
Then fly to the Saviour, the True Ark of Best, 
And you will And shelter in His loving breast, 

For there is security there. 

When there thou art sheltered, though storms 

rack the skies 
And higher and higher the deep floods arise. 

Yet the Saviour will bear thee safe hom^ 
And when thou art landed on yon blissful shore. 
Thy moments of watchfulness then shall be o'er. 

Thou shalt rest in thy heavenly home. 



f Iftn €mtt^ i\t €inh 



Then oometh the end when the Son shall deliver 
The Kingdom to God, the great Father of all ; 

He shall send forth His summons, — " Ye dead come to 
judgment !'* 
And nations and kingdoms shall come at His call. 

Then shall the sound of the terrible trumpet 
Waken the dead from their long night of sleep ! 

The echo shall penetrate *neath the blue ocean, 
And bring up all those who are sunk in the deep. 



To eastward, to westward, to northward, and southward. 
The trumpet shall sound and call every soul ; 

Not one shall escape, for the summons shall reach them, 
E'en though they be scattered &om pole to pole 1 

The kings of the earth, with the great, and the mighty, 

The poor and the lonely here burdened with care ; 
The outcast, the stranger, the bondman, and freenan, 
The young and the aged, — all, all, shall be there. 

The book shall be opened, the dead stand before Him, 
To give an account of all they have done ; 

And some shall be banished and cast out for ever. 
While others shall hear the welcome sound come. 

Ye blest of my Father, inherit the kingdom. 
That I, even I, have prepared for my own ; 

For thou hast been faithful, therefore I receive 41i6e, — 
Enter into my joy and sit down on my throne. 

And then, oh! the rapture, no mind can conceive it, 
For eye hath not seen, neither ear hath heard. 

The blessings laid up in the Heavenly mansion 
For those who love Jesus, and trust in His Word. 

Then ere 'tis too late let us hasten to Jesus, 
And He will accept us and pardon us too ; 

Will guide and direct us through life's chequered JQumey, 
And bring us e'en more thsui conqueror's through. 

Then haste to the Ark for the door stands open, 
'Tis there and there only that sinners find rest ; 

And all who by Faith and repentance shall enter, 
Are etenutlly saved and eternally blest. 



8 

Go, plunge in the fountain, its waters are healing, 
There sin and uncleanness may be washed away ; 

Then haste, do not tarry, the Saviour is waiting, 
Is waiting to bless thee, yes, even to day. 

Go, cling to the cross, and leave there yonr burden, 
And you shall find pardon, salvation, and rest ; 

Thougli your sins be as scarlet they shall be forgiven,^ 
And you shall rest sweetly on Jesus's breast. 

Then when *tis our turn to pass tlirough the dark valley, 
Wo shall he uiml/lcd throii|j:]i mercy to sing ; 

Because Thou Jirt witli mo I fi:;ir no evil, — 
" Oh, grave ! whcro*s thy victory? Oh, death ! where's 
thy sting f" 

And when wohavo passed through tlie swellings of Jordan 
And when wo .'iro landed on yon blissful slioro ; 

Then sorrow and diihini^, and weeping and mourning, 
And sickness and death shall for over bo o*er. 

But if we would minp^lo our songs with the ransomed. 
And if wo tlio j^lories of Heaven woidd Imow ; 

And if we at lust wiifh to swell the glad anthem, 
We must first loam the Heavenly music below. 

But though on this earth we are so weak and sinful. 
Yet our feeble tiiljute of praise we would bring. 

And we too wouhl join in the Hcavcnlj' chorus. 
That all the redeemed in glory now sing. 

All blessing, and honour, and i»ower and wisdom. 
And glory and might be aaoribed to His name ; 

Eternal thanksgiving and endless dominion 

To Christ, the Bedeemer, the Lamb that was slain ! 
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Jeremlali 12tli Chapter, Sth Veine. 



How oft as we travel iJirouqh life's chequered journey 
Our spirits grow weary, and tire, and faint, 

Forgotfid of Him wlio is strong to deliver. 
Who lendeth an ear to our weakest complaint. 

Earth's sorrows are varied, we all must pass through them, 
Tho good and tlio evil alike have tlioir share ; 

But all those who trust in a crucified Saviour, 
Shall find He will help thorn their hurden to hear. 

Though no sickness or sorrow cast gloom o'er our 
dwelling, 

Tet trialB do come and our hearts often faint; 
Discouraged and cast down, we traverse life's journey, 

And wearied, oft utter our mounifid complamt. 

We look at our frame and we see 'tis decaying, 
We see many loved ones laid in the cold tomb. 

And fearing and doubting, and sometimes desparing, 
Our hearts well nigh sink midst the gathering gloom. 

Then if thou art cast down with earth's lesser sorrow, 
And if thou art weary and faint by the way. 

Then how wilt thou do in the Swellings of Jordan, 
If thou hast no refuge, no comfort or stay F 
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These trials must come, and we cannot escape them, 
Although we may tremble and shrink back with fear ; 

For we au must pass through the swellings of Jordan, 
And all before Ohrist's judgment seat must appear. 

The Mendship and love that has sweetened earth*s sorrow 
Will fedl us when passing through Jordan's cold flood; 

But one arm alone can guide safe through the current, 
The Onmipotent arm of the Almighty God. 

Upheld by His arm we will fear no evil. 
Supported by Him who is mighty to save; 

Victorious we'U pass through the swellings of Jordan, 
IMumphant o'er satan, sin, death, and the grave. 

Great Gk)d ! in Thy mercy and boundless compassion 
Uphold us, and guide us by Thy mighty power; 

Be with us through life, in our joy and our sorrows. 
And cheer and support us in death's trying hour. 

Then land us at last where no sorrow nor sighing, 
Nor weeping, nor parting, shall ever be Imown ; 

And there may we mingle our songs with the ransomed, 
For ever at rest in our heavenly home. 
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(Bn bs 6itt ; ax ^vitim ^aits. 



One by one the leaves are f&lling 

On the ground, they withered lie ; 
Teaching us by silent warning, 
Winter days are drawing nigh. 
And we seem to hear &em say— 
Thou must fade and pass away. 

One by one the flowers are dying, 

All their glory disappears ; 
But we fondly hope to see them 
Blooming in the coming year. 
There is a land above so fair, 
Flowers never wither there. 

One by one the fleeting moments 

Pass into eternity; 
Oh, how many have we wasted, 
Trifled carelessly away. 
Precious moments passing by, 
Oh, redeem them as they fly ! 

One by one the days are passing, 
One by one the nights close in; 
Darkness often gathers round us 
In this world of grief and sin. 
There is a bright land far away 
Where 'tis everlasting day. 
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One by one earth's ties are riven, 

One by one loved friends depart ; 
Thougli we trust their safe in Heaven, 
Yet we feel 'tis hard to part. 

Once landed on yon blissful shore 
There we meet to part no more. 

One by one prayers are ascending 

To the Groat Tlcdeenier's throne ; 
Many now in faith are wrestling. 
Many in the spirit groan. 
He will lend a willing ear, 
For He loves to answer ijrayer. 

One by one sad tears are falling 

Down the stricken monmcr's face ; 
Go, plead beneath the cross of Jesus, 
There thou will find a resting place. 
Listen ! thou shalt hear Hin say, 
I will wipe all tears away. 

One by one our friends are passing 

Over Jordan's swelling flood ; 
May we pass through death's dark valley 
Leaning on the arm of God. 

May we meet where grief nor sin, 
Fain nor death shall enter in. 

One by one the Saints are meeting 

In yon blissful home above, 
Where they never tire of singing 
Of the Saviour's dying love. 
Heavenly Father hear onr prayer, 
Make us fit to enter there. 
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BnH M)i %utiu{ f Iffitg^ts. 



I thought upon the tiine, 

Long, long ago, when earth was pure,- 
When all was fair and bright, 
Nor death nor curse did blight, 

Nor sin was there. 

I thought upon the day when man did sin ; 

Tiion I was sad. 
And then I thought of Him, 
Our groat and mighty King, 
Who «lid salvation bring ; 

Then I was glad. 

I thouglit how death did come 
And cast o'er earth its gloom ; 

'llieu I was sad. 
Ami then I thought again 
Of tlio liaiiib for sinners slain, 
Who boro our curse and shame ; 

Then I was glad. 

I looked into my heart 
And saw its load of guilt ; 
llien I was sad. 
And then I thought of Him 
Who suffered for our sin, 
And did our souls redeem ; 
Then I was glad. 
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I thought upon the gnre, 
Tho cold damp grave ; 

Then I was sad. 
Then I thought of Him who rose 
Victorious o'er His foes, 
Heaven's gates for us to undoee ; 

Then I was glad. 

I saw that day by day 
I wandered far away ; 

Then I was sad. 
And then a voice did say 
** Come hither, I'm the way. 
Nor from me longer stray ;" 

Then I was glad. 



f^f^f^^^t^r^r^^^^^f^^t^m^^^^m 



€immmim Mt\ Itstts. 



Communion with Jesus ! how sweet is the sound 
To all who salvation and pardon have found ; 
"Who trust in the merits of Jesus to save, 
Shall triumph o'er satan, sin, death, and the grave. 

In the days long ago, to Emmaus there walked 
Two mournful disciples, and sadly they talked ; 
But though they were sorrowful, cast down, and sad, 
Communion with Jesus soon made their hearts glad. 
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Commimion with Jeens will oheer our way. 
Give light in our darkness, turn night into day; 
Will raise us when falling, support us when £uiit^ 
And land us at last in the home of the saint. 

When fears oppress us, and troubles assail, 
Desparing and doubting our faith seems to £gu1 ; 
Communion with Jesus will strengthen our hea^, 
And put to flight satan and all his fierce darts. 

Communion with Jesus will save us from sin, 
Communion with Jesus will give peace within ; 
A peace that is lasting and never shall fade, 
But will go with us down to the dark gloomy grave. 

Communion with Jesus will save us &om hell. 
And iit us for ever in glory to dwell; 
With saints and with angels with rapture to sing 
Eternal thanksgiving to Jesus our King. 

Communion with Jesus ! oh, who would not know 
The blessings which from this communion flow f 
No earth gotten treasure can yield half the joy 
That comes to our hearts in this blessed employ* 

Oh, ye who are weary, cast down, and oppressed. 
Communion with Jesus alone can give rest ; 
Bid earth's fleeting treasure for ever adieu. 
And trust in the Saviour, who soflered for you. 

Communion with Jesus through life will give light, 
And cheer the darkness of death's gloomy night ; 
Communion with Jesus will help us to sing, — 
" Oh, grave ! where's thy victory ? Oh, death ! whexe'f 
thy sting ?" 
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Communion with Jesus will fit us to stand, 

In the last dreadful day, at the Saviour's right hand ; 

Will fit us to hear the welcome sound, " Come 

Ye blessed of my Father,*' inherit your home. 

Abide with us, Saviour ! through life be our light. 
And cheer wit?i ITiy presence the gloom of death's night; 
And grant in Thy boundless comi)assion that we 
May for ever be blessed with communion witii Thee. 



^^^^^^^^^W^^^^^^^^^^^^k^^^^k^l^k* 



f fl » Sisttr, m ftr iirt|[-iiia. 



Once more, my dear sister, with pleasure I write, 
And with all the dear ones at home, I unite 

In wishing you joy on this day; 
I would gladly bo with you, what joy it would be ! 
If I could but step in with you and take toa. 

If it were but tho evening to stay. 

In the days of our childhood how happy were we ! 
What pleasures we Jiad, and what innocent glee 

When the long wished-for birth-day arrived I 
Then what nice little presents we each one would make, 
How delighted we wore with the little keep-sake, 

While dear mother would look on with pride. 
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Oh, wliat gamea we did have, what frolic and fun ! 
And how.pleasod all our dear UtUe Mends were to come, 

And then, what a nice cosoy tea! 
How we drew our chairs close to the bright rudd^ fire, 
And thought of such evenings we never should tire. 

And dear mother would join in our glee. 

Now distance divides us, onr homes are apart. 
But still I am with you, dear sister, in hearts 

You know you will not be forgot. 
May blessings attend you wherever yon go. 
May you have every comfort this world can bestow ; 

Ma^ contentment and peace be your lot. 

For though we are parted, yon still are as dear 
As ever you were in chiliUiood's year ; 

True sisterly love cannot die. 
Nor can we forget the dear home of our youth, 
The ties that then bound ns shall never be loosed, 

But &stened more firmly on high. 

Then sister, dear sister, we will not forget 

There's a bright land above where we aU hope to meet. 

Where parting shall never be known ; 
No sorrow, no sadness, no sickness, nor death, 
But for ever and ever Gk>d grant we may rest 

In that beautiful heavenly home. 

And now, my dear sister, I bid you fuewell, 
I think I have no more at present to tell, 

But just in conclusion I say ; 
Accept my kind love, and a sister's fond kiss. 
And I know you feel sure it is my sincere wish, 

" Many happy returns of the day V 
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^t gmml at s gxm^. 



Byaa old Tillage Ohnroh we were standings 

When ilowly and solemnly fell 
On our ear, aa we monrfolly listened. 

The found of the ftmeial belL 

We gaaed on a monmfhl processiony 

Ai ilowly they wended their war, 
And gathered, with hearts touohed with aanow. 

Bound the grave where the dead was to lay. 

Many a breast heaved with sadness, 

And tears dimned many an eye 
With grief, that a husband and fi&ther 

80 ioon should be called to die. 

Down in the cold grave they laid him, 

Silently, sadly, away, 
'Neath tne clods of the valley he sleepeih, 

Awaiting the gathering day. 

Oh. many an hour of weeping. 

And many a long night of woe. 
For him who is silently sleeping, 

The desolate widow will know. 

God bless the lone heart of the widow. 
And God bless the fatherless babes, 

Mav tiie dark cloud that now hovers o'er them 
Be gilded with fedth's cheering rays. 
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May they have the bright hope that his spirit 

Is safe in the realms of the blest, 
Where no sickness nor sorrow can reach him. 

Where he never again shall taste death. 

Then we thought of the time when death's summons 

Should hasten our spirits away, 
And our hearts breathed a prayer (that we might 
be prepared) 

To dwell in the regions of day. 

Ko sorrow, no sighing, no sadness. 

No weeping, no mourning, no pain. 
In the heavenly land all is gladness. 

Death, to the believer, is gain. 

Gk>d grant that our souls may be quickened 

To seek for the heavenly rest, 
That at last we may all be safe landed 

In that world where there is no more death. 
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®0 a ir0tjftr, 

9ti pis ^tparfatrt for <#omgn ^trbht. 



Over the sea, the deep blue sea 

You go to foreign lands, 
Perhaps to sunny regions. 

And oyer burning sands. 

Over the sea, the deep blue sea, 

Far, far away to roam, 
Yet will you oft bestow a thought 

On those you leave at home. 

Over the sea, the deep blue sea. 
And often tempest tossed. 

Yet, trusting to your captain's skill. 
You hope to reach the coast. 

Over the sea, the sea of life. 
Out little barque we steer. 

We never can sail safely o'er. 
Unless our captain's near. 

This Captain is the Lord of Hosts, 

And mighty is His arm, 
*Tis He who rules the raging sea. 

And makes the storm a cedm. 
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He 18 a Pilot wise and strong, 

Therefore we will not fear ; ^ 
None who aincerely trust in him. 

Shall suffer shipwreck here. 

When rocks and shoals impede our way, 

Not one in this wide realm 
Can guide us, but w«'ll safely pass 

With Jesus at the helm. 

And when the stormy winds arise, 

And angry billows roU, 
All those who trust in Him shall find 

An anchor for the souL 

When the celestial breezes blow, 

We will unfurl the sails 
And loose the cable from below. 

And pray for heavenly gales. 

And when it is our turn to pass 
Through Jordan's swelling flood, 

We wiU not fear, supported by 
Our Captain and our God. 

Then as our little barque gjHdes on 

O'er life's uneven sea, 
We'll think of that bright heavenly home, 

From every sorrow free. 

No angry billows there shall roU 
The tempest voice shall cease ; 

No lightnings flash, — no thunders roar, 
But all is calm and peace! 



Throiu^li waves and storms. Lord dear our way, 

'Till safely moored we stand. 
With all Thy ransomed glonoiis oneB 

In Canaan's happy land ! 



%^«^^V^^^^^^V«^«^rf^'^>%#WWM 



^t §aliK of ^iUsi^. 



Is there no balm in Gflead,- 
No balm for human woe ; 

And is there no physician 
To whom the side can go F 

Must dying sinners perish. 
With no kind hand to save,— • 

And go without a ray of hope 
Down to the dreary grave P 

Kay, surdy there is hdp at hand. 

And all who will apply 
8hall find there's bidm in GUead, 

And a physician nigh. 

But oh, how often we may see 

A sick and dying soul, 
Befiise to seek this healing balm, 

Sefdse to be made whole. 
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Methin)cs if we oould oome and bring 

Within our hand a price ; 
That many a one, without delay. 

Would hasten for advice. 

But just because it is so free, — 
Because there's nought to pay ; 

How many treat it witii contemii^ 
How many stay away. 

While some unconscious of their guilt» 

Feeling no keen regret, 
Clad in &eir robe of righteousness, 

They say, what lack we yet 2 

And others think that they are healed. 
And bid their sorrow cease ; 

And say to their mistaken hearts, 
Peace! where there is no peaoe.^ 

But lo! the humble suppliant comes, 

And lifts his anxious eye ; 
Cries, in the anguish of his soul,-* 

Lcurd, save me ! or I die. 

And then he finds the promise true 
That those who seek shall find ; 

The Qreat Physician freely gives 
Life, health, and peace of mind. 

There is a balm in Gilead, 

And a Physician there, 
Who bids us take our griefii to Him, 

And oast oa Him oar care. 
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It is the Holy Spirit 

Who will the balm apply ; 
And those who feel its healing power, 

Shall never never die. 

Then to that Great Physician 

In humble faith we'll go ; 
We'll tell Him all our sorrows, 

We'll tell Him all our woe, 

And though, while in this world below. 

Temptations will assail. 
We'll rest upon the promises 

That never, never fail. 

Then let us each, without delay, 

Seek healing for our soul. 
Assured that Jesus Christ alone 
Can make the wounded whole ! 






Christian, art thou weary P 

And is thy soul cast down P 
Hast tiiiou well nigh forgotten 

There is for thee a crown 
Laid up in yonder mansion P 

For those who love the Lord, 
A crown of dazzling brightness. 

An exceeding great reward ! 
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Christian, art thou mourning ? 

Mourning because of sin P 
And dost thou, daily, hourly, feel 

A struggle fierce within ? 
Does worldly thought and worldly care 

Oft* draw thy heart away P 

Does satan aim his darts at thee, 
And yez thee day by day P 

Look upwards ! see jou not there stands 

One, who, with pitying eye, 
Sees all our sore temptations. 

And hears us when we cry P 
And though through trials tiiou must pass, 

Tet thou shalt find it true. 
Thy Great Deliverer's mighty power 

Shall bring thee conqueror tluK>ugh. 

Christian, art thou dinging 

Close to the Saviour's side P 
And dost thou feel that thou wilt thete 

For ever more abide P 
And canst thou ever more rejoice 

In His imchanging love P 
Still cling to Him ! His mighty arm 

Shall bear thee safe above. 

Christian, art thou suffering 

Thy Heavenly Father's will ? 
And dost thou long to hear Him say, 

" Unto thee peace be stilL" 
And is thy sky beclouded. 

Still look to Christ alone. 
It is through much affliction 

Thou shalt reach thy heavenly home. 
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Christian, art thou looking 

Unto the strong for strength ? 
Fear not, for frosting in His love, 

Thou shalt o'eroome at length. 
Look upwards still with trusting love, 

With simple childlike fiuth ; 
And thou shalt always find in Him, 

A sure resting place. 

Christian, art thou pleading ? 

Pleading, *twizt hope and fear, 
That God will hear and answer prayer, 

For those you hold most dear. 
Still plead for them, nor cease thy suit, 

But o£Eer day h^ day, 
Thv urgent supphcation, 

And Me will not say thee nay. 

Christian, art thou doubting P 

Doubting His power to save ; 
Who died to redeem thy soul from hell. 

Corruption, and the grave. 
Is not ^s grace sufiGLcient still, 

In every time of need ; 
'Till tixou from fiins and doubts and fears, 

For ever more are freed. 

Christian, art thou fearing P 

Lest thou should fall away ; 
And dost thou fear that thou wilt fail. 

To reach the realms of day. 
And dost thou hold with trembling hand. 

And praise with stammering tongue ; 
Fear not, for e'en the weakest saint, 

Through Christ, shall overcome. 
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Cliristian, art thou Rhrinking f 

From death's cold icy hand ; 
And dost thou fear to cross the flood, 

To reach the promised land. 
Fear not, for through the valley dark, 

Jesus shall be thy guide ; 
And land thee safe where thou with Him, 

Shidl evermore abide. 



0^^r^^^^^^^^^0^^t^t^^^^^ 



f s l^tiv ^m Hslrt. 



Little trembling helpless thing. 
Many cares thou dost bring ; 
But thy utter helplessness. 
Makes us love tiiee none the leaB. 

For thy little fragile form, 
E'en as soon as l£ou wast bom ; 
Caused one heart to say, with joy, 
Heaven bless my baby boy I 

Not a lamb within the fold, 
Not a creature we behold ; 
Nothing that our Gk)d haUi made^ 
Is so helpless as a babe. 

Many a summer's sun must rise. 
Lighten up the bright blue skies ; 
Many a wintry storm must blow, 
Ere thou canst in knowle^ grow. 
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A)1 0u^ Whili^ li mntlusr*s cnc, 
iiivitry UCUn ipiof miMt share ; 
Ah4 M nrnthm*'* wiUohful eye, 
>iltm4««i |q Ho <!tir W0t aigh. 



^ov 4m4 AAfrow thou mutt 

l^« |}mu 4<iNt rAium again, 

9*ii Um) 4«ia ttam wha&oo thou oame. 

^m Ihartt in n ^atchftU Bye, 

)^ ttw^ fdnmHiirik novdr lilem, 
WnliMlt «>'«r hU Uia lambs He keeps. 

^^isfs A inAD^fir*!* lo"^ nuiy ohaoge, 
^^ar0i\![M^4ii laiiy be estnoiged; 
ilti«uii'M )fiv« wU) <^T«r b6, 
^ingtinff an fiicflRkttrv. 

^o Ha«i wMtob<i4 lih^ tiny fimn, 
limit« llt« bour l^mi wast bora ; 
Da ^ jriil4<> ihr<vHgb life's rougb way, 

)i^ ftm jM^M^em b<ym« aboTe, 
Wb»Ji* *li* p«»aww and joy, and love ; 
FiHwt liU 0M« una soxTow 1^ 
7%<iHri!»'s h |4ao« |«QpMred te tbse. 

f M my4)M. tibM llt^(^ one, 
TiWUvy <»artWy race is nm ^ 
And in d<viih boar thee away. 
To Um Maku oC endkss day. 
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%\t pnt\ of i\t imt-'gm. 



Darkened was the chamber, 
Hushed was every breath ; 

For there a babe was lying 
Near unto death. 

Sunken was the bright eye, 

Pallid was the cheek ; 
Quiet the dimpled hands, 

And cold the tiny feet. 

Nearly ceased the beating 

Of the Httle heart; 
The little breast was heaving. 

The little lips apart. 

Silent were the watchers, 

Boimd that little bed ; 
Scarcely knowing whether 

The spark of life had fled ! 

But the dim eye brightens ! 

A smile lights up the face ! 
The dimpled hands are upraised 

To the heavenly dwelling place ! 

Bright angels bear the spirit. 
Safe to the Shepherd's arms ; 

And there the first-bom resteth, 
Secure from all alarms. 
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Father, mother, — weep not, 
Why mourn the one ye loYe ; 

She is not dead, hat sleepeth. 
Thy treaanre liyes ahove ! 

The sorrowing parents gaze iqKm 
The dear depicted one ; 

Then with sabmission murmery 
Father, Thy will be done! 

A little marble tomb-stone^ 
A little grassy mound ; 

Beneath the baby treasure, 
Besteth in sleep profound. 

Up in yon spirit region. 
Far from this world of pain. 

The little one for ever. 
With Jesus Christ shall reign ! 

Father, mother, weep not. 
But seek the Lord in prayer ; 

For in von oelestial city. 
Thy Mbe awaits thee there ! 



mhf: 
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%\t IiV0 immls ; fst, t\t ^0ntt»8t> 



'Twas Autumn, and the leaves were dry, 

And £EJling all around ; 
Dark and beclouded was the sky, 

MoumM the wind did sound. 

I ^Etzed upon an ancient church, 

Fast falling to decay ; 
Which seemed to say to passers by, 

Thou too must fade away I 

U pon an old grey stone there sat, 
within the church-yard walls, 

A gentleman, of middle-age, 
From some &r-distant hall. 

But hark ! The solemn funeral bell. 

Falls slowly on the ear ; 
The stranger listens, mournfully. 

Then wipes away a tear. 

A funeral cortege came in sight, 
With grandeur, pomp, and show ; 

With waving plumes, and prancing steedsy 
Betokening wealth below. 

A busy crowd soon clustered round. 

To view the mournful sight; 
And sad to say, some feujes there 

Were beaming wiUi delight. 
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** ITo's gone/' said one, '* now we anj get 

A niA«i«r good, and kind; 
A hnrdor one tluui he has been. 

We could not seek and find." 

"Yob," said another, *' He has gone. 

And truly I am glad ; 
llo no' or was happy, only when 

lie made some poor heart sad.' 
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Beneath a stately marble Tanlt^ 

Thoy laid him down to rest ; 
No eye was dim, — ^no tear was shed, — 

Nor sigh escaped the breast 

No loving wife had stood by him. 

To fan nis burning brow ; 
No sorrowing children near to say, 

My father, bless me now ! 

And now he sloops his last long sleep, 

Itis earthly race is run ; 
IIo rostfl beside his ancestors, 

Within his narrow home. 

"Ah I" sighod the stranger, "early days 

Hpoko bettor things of thee ; 
ilow little thought I years ago. 

How sad thy end would be. 

" And when I saw thee wandering, 

Far fVom the narrow way ; 
I wamod thee to return ag^ain. 

Nor farther go astray. 
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" Now after many years I come, 

This day to seek thee here ; 
And find that thou hast gone before 

Thy Maker to appear ! 

" Silver and gold, and wealth and £Eune, 

Ambition, pomp, and show ; 
These were thy gods, and thou didst serve 

Them all thy fife below. 

" No treasure laid up in the skies, 
Thou hadst thy portion here ; 

Now others claim ^y heritage, 
Nor shed for thee a tear." 

And yet awhile the stranger paused. 

And still the bell tolled on ; 
While one by one, the busy crowd 

Dispersed, 'till all were gone. 

And now along the winding path. 

Another corpse is borne ; 
No grandeur here, — no pomp, or show,^ 

*TiB but a tiny form ! 

One solitary mourner sees 

The child laid down to sleep; 
And now she stands beside the grave, — 
She tairies there to weep. 

Silently, sadly, fell the tears 

Upon that little mound ; 
Then with a wild despairing cry. 

She sank upon the ground, 
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Then raisiDg her large mounfiil eyei^ 
She clasped her huids in prayer ; 

The stranger listens, and again 
He wipes away a tear. 

** Father, in hearen, hear Thon my cry. 

For I am all alone ; 
Oh, give me grace, and strength to say, — 

Thy holy will be done ! " 

" And is it so, my little one ?" 

The stranger kindly said ; 
" Have you no friends to comfort yoa» 

No place ta lay your head f* 

** I have no home but heaven, sir. 

And, oh, I long to go ! 
My father, and my mother dear. 

Have long been there you know* 

" It is my own twin sister, sir. 

Lies in this little grave ; 
And, oh, if I could rest with her, 

'Tis all that I would crave ! 

** She loved this little spot so well. 

Under this old green tree ; 
And so I saved my money up. 

And bought it sir, you see. 

" For Jessie knew, long time ago. 
That she was going to die ;— 

She only called it going home. 
To dwell above the sky 1 
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" But I was very wicked, sir, 

And sister was so good ; 
And often underneath this tree, 

Together we have stood. 

** And then she nsed to kneel with me, 

And teach me how to pray ; 
And soon I felt that Jesus Christ 

Had borne my sins away. 

« And oh, how happy we were then! 

But now, my sister's gone ; 
What shall I do without her here, — 

My Father, take me home ! " 

'* Poor sorrowing child," the stranger said, 

" Thy God is my Gtod too ; 
Gome, we will dwell together. 

For we have one home in view. 

" We both have friends awaiting us. 

On yonder shining shore ; 
Come, we will dwell together, 

'TiU time with us is o'er." 

Taking the orphan by the hand. 

They walked on side by side ; 
The stranger looked upon the tomb, 

Then slowly said, and sighed, — 

« Methinks 'mid all the pomp and show 

Oft round the tomb we see, 
Of some great statesman who has closed 

His life of chivalry : 
d2 
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" Not one of all that mournful band. 
Could look to heaven, and say — 

'Twas He who taught me how to find 
The straight and narrow way. 

" But this sweet child who lived and died, 

Uncared for, and unknown ; 
Shall live and reign for evermore, 

Before the Eternal Throne ! " 



f fl0lt §StL 



Look back ! Look back ! and think of the past, 

Of the days that are gone by for ever ; 
Of the home of our childhood, the Mends of our 
youth, 

Say, can we forget them ? " No, never ! " 

Of the warm cherry fire-side, that sacred spot. 
Where oft many loved ones would gather ; 

Though some may be scattered far over this earth, 
Say, can we forget them ? " No never ! " 

Of the calm Sabbath evenings, when Menda loved and 
dear, 
Would mingle their voices together ; 
And our hearts would be raised in a sweet song of 
prayer, 
Say, can we forget it P " No, never ! " 
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Of the sorrowful day when we stood hy the bed, 
When grim death some loved tie did sever ; 

Of the tears that were shed o'er the sacred dead, 
Say, can we forget them P " No, never ! " 



Of the graves in the oharohyard, beneath the old 
tree, 
Where Uiey lie who oft round us would gather; 
But though 'neath the turf they are hid from our 
view. 
Say, can we forget them P " No, never I" 



Of the green shady lanes round our dear village 
home. 

Where oft we have sauntered with pleasure ; 
Of the glance of affection, — the first kiss of love, 

Say, can we forget it P " No, never! " 



Of the sweet stolen meetings, beneath the green 
trees. 

When whispered words told us for ever, — 
That true love would last 'till life's journey was past, 

Say, can we forget it P " No, never! " 



Of the smiles and the tears, of the hopes and the 
fears. 

That oft times would mingle together ; 
Of the hours of gladness, and moments of sadness, 

Say, can we forget them P " No, never ! " 
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Of the sad day of parting from those that we loved, 
When we thought that it might he for ever ; 

Of the glad day of meeting, the warm loving greeting, 
Say, can we forget it P " No, never 1 " 

Look np ! look up ! to the heavenly land. 
Where loved ones shall meet ne'er to sever ; 

God grant we may rest in the realms of the hlest, 
Where we shall he parted ; " No, never ! " 



^im m i\t "^mmp of » gnttdi. 



She left her home, her childhood's home. 

That she had loved so dear ; 
She parted from that sacred spot. 

With many a foiling tear. 

She left h^r father's fond embrace, 

Her mother's tender care ; 
Her brother's firm unwavering love. 

Her sisters young, and £ur. 

But though they may be far away, 
The same deep hea^elt love ; 

Will foUow her life's journey through, 
Where ever she may rove. 



99 



8he left her Mends constant and true, 
To d^ell with those unknown ; 

Save he who won her young heart's love, 
And now calls her his own. 

She left them all with trembling heart, 

To be a £Edthful bride ; 
Henceforth to share her husband's home, 

To be his J07 and pride. 

She bade them all a fond farewell, 
Those she had loved so dear ; 

She left her old Mends far away, 
And now gains new Mends here. 

Who hath not felt in this wide world. 
Where joy and sorrow blend ; 

In every pleasure every pain 
'Tis sweet to have « Mend. 

But, Oh ! we know 'tis hard to part. 

From those we love so dear, 
There's nothing gives us so much pain, 

As bitter parting here. 

'Tis hard to give the last embrace. 

To say the last &rewell ; 
To take a last (fond lingering look. 

Of those we loved so well. ) 

But after darkness, comes the dawn, 

And sunshine, after rain ; 
There's joy mingled with sorrow. 

And pleasure mixed with pain. 
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And though they mourn the absent one, 
And though their hearts are sad ; 

It yet may give them joy to know, 
That oUier hearts are glad. 

That others feel it a delight, 

To do their best to cheer ; 
And though old Mends are &r away, 

She has some true Mends here. 

And though they may be parted now, 

There is a world so fair ; 
Where grief can never enter, 

There will be no parting there, 

Tes, all shall meet together there, 

Who once were far apart ; 
And a full and free reward be given. 

To each tried and futhful heart 
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% isinji ^pilr. 



Come nearer to my bed, mother, 

My eyes are getting dim ; 
I feel too weak to night, mother, 

To sing my little hymn. 

My feet are getting cold, mother, 

My heart is nearly still ; 
But yon must not grieve for me, mother 

It is GK)d's holy will. 

So do not weep for me, mother, 
For indeed, I have no fears ; 

But I can hear your sobs, motiier. 
Though I cannot see your tears. 

So kiss me once again, mother, 

And let your tears be dry ; 
For I am going home, momer. 

To that world beyond the sky. 

How often have you talked, mother, 

About that happy home ; 
Where grief is never known, mother. 

And Bonow cannot come. 

Of its streets of shininff gold, mother, 
And the pure crystal stream ; 

Of the evenasting song, mother, 
That never-tiring theme. 
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Of the robes the ransomed wear« mother, 

So qiotlessy and so white ; 
Where 'tis eyerlasting day, mother,- 

And where there is no night 

And of the heavenly throng, mother, 
That glorious wmte-robed band ; 

That love to join the song, mother. 
As ronnd the thnme they stand. 

And how thej tnne liheir harps, mother. 
Their shiamg harps of gold ; 

And sing His wondrous love, matlMiv 
That never oan be told ! 

Of its never>&ding flowers, mother, 

So pleasant to the sight ; 
Where they never need the son, mother. 

For Jesus is their Light ! 

Bow down your ear again, mother. 

My voice is very weak ; 
But I must talk to you, mother, 

As long as I can speak. 

I dreamed a dream last night, mothcar, 

That I was borne away ; 
Beyond the stazry sky, mother. 

To the realms of endless day 1 

But what I saw up there, mother, 

I shall not live to say ; 
But m tell you idl I can, mother. 

The little time I stay. 
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I saw my fiither Uiere, mother, 

dad in a zobe of i^te; 
And a crown was on his brow, mother, 

So dawsling and so bzight! 

And ^nilie he waa there^ mother, 

And sister Jessie too ; 
And our last darling babe, mother. 

That lived bat months a few. 

Ton know that on this earth, mother, 

Jessie was passing fidr ; 
But she was more lovely still, mother. 
For she looked so radient there. 

So our loved ones all are tiiere, mother. 

Safe in that world above ; 
And we shall join them soon, mother^ 

And sing the Savionr^s love. 

But listen yet again, mother. 

For I have more to tell ; 
I saw the Saviour there, mother. 

Who redeemed oiv soiUs ircm. helL 

He took me by tiie hand, mother. 

And oh, so sweetly snuled ; 
And spclke in gentle tones, mother, 

And called me His own child. 



The music of His voice, mother, 

It was so passing sweet ; 
It was more than I could bear, mother. 

And I fell down at His feet 
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But He raised me up again, mother, 
Yes, with His own strong hand ; 

And said I was at home, mother. 
Safe in my Father's land. 

Then He took a dazzling crown, mother, 

And placed it on my hrow ; 
I dreamed it all so plain, mother, 

I think I feel it now. 

I soon shall wear the crown, mother, 
In yon blissful realms of Ught ; 

The angels now are waiting. 
So mother dear, good night. 

The mother gazed with streaming eyes, 

Upon the lifeless clay ; 
And said "My loved ones, one by one, 

Have all been borne away." 

And though thou hast, my Father, 

Eemoved them one by one ; 
Yet I will with submission say, 

" Father, thy will be done 1" 

I thank Thee, oh, my Father, 

For all Thy boundless love ; 
In removing them, my Father, 

To that better land above. 

I am lonely here, my Father, 
Earth has no charms for me ; 

Oh, when wilt Thou, in mercy take, 
My weary soul to Thee. 
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I wait Thy time, my Father, 

To carry me above ; 
Where I shall dwell for ever, 

Secure in Thy love. 

And meet all those, my Father, 
That I have loved so well ; 

With them and Thee in glory, 
For evermore to dwell. 



•^^^*w*/»*^^/w»/*^*w>/>/^»wv^ 



Innlttnts in t\t f i£e of (Bvx S^vinm, 



Hearken to the angels singing. 
Telling of the Saviour's birth ; 

" Glory, Glory, in the Highest I 
Good will to men, and Peace on earth." 

Shepherds o'er their flocks were watching, 
When the herald angel sang, — 

*' Fear you not, I bring good tidings, 
Christ is bom in Bethlehem ! " 

Christ, whose reign shall be for ever, 
Christ, the Saviour, long foretold ; 

Christ, beloved of the Father, 
Lives, who was ordained of old. 



46 



Wise men now present iheir treasoree^ 
Gold, and firankinoense, and myrrh ; 

And with adoration, woniiip 
Christ, the bright — ^the Morning Star ! 

When He left yon heavenly mansion. 
Laid His glorious robes aside,; 

Then He gave His life a ransom. 
Then He suffered, bled, and died. 

Follow Him throngh life's rough journey, 
Mark His tenderness and love ; 

Boundless ^nice and deep compassion. 
Brought Him £rom the realms above ! 

Hear His words, ye heavy laden, 
All who are by sin oppressed ; 

Take my easy yoke upon you. 
Come, and I will give you rest.*' 

See the fearfcd weak disciples, 
Battling with the stormy wave ; 

Where, oh, where, is their Deliverer. 
He who has the power to save P 

Filled with dread, almost despairing. 
Doubt and fear their bosoms fill ; 

But the Saviour now draws near them, 
And He whispers, " Peace ! be still.'' 

Then the billows cease their raging. 
And the winds obey His voice ; 

While His fearing, doubting, children. 
Gaze with wonder, yet rejoice. 
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See Him fiusting, tried, and tempted, 

In the lonely wilderness; 
Thus He knoweth how to succour 

All who are by sin oppiesaed. 

See Him blessing little children, 
While His followers bid them flee ; 

But the Saviour kindly whispers, 
" SuiOfer them to come to me. 

See Him by the grave side standing. 
Where His friend in silence sleeps ; 

Moved with pity, and compassion, 
Lo ! the loving Saviour weeps. 

From the tomb He calls the sleeper. 
Bids the mourners' tears cease flow ; 

Then He says to those around Him, 
Loose his hands and let him go. 

All His life was full of pity, 
All His wonders none can tell ; 

Causing those around to publish, 
" This Man doeth aU things well" 

See Him stand condemned to sufler. 
Vengeance due to g[uilty man ; 

Pity for our lost condition, 
Formed the all redeeming plan. 

See Him toiling up the mountain. 
Climbing Calvary's rugged steep ; 

Angels look on Him, and wonder. 
Mortals gaze on Him and weep I 
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8ae Him moffbdi it» ao w ng c d , raffled. 
Hear Hnnin H^aagniahgroen; 

Yet He says* in. meek eabouaBian, 
** Father, nd My wfll be done." 

See tiie weak dii ic iple ii deefni^ 
Leaving Him to pray alone ; 

Hear Him wiOk His Tihet wraaftling^ 
Hear His agonumg groan! 

See Him waS&mg, bleedings dyings 

Hear that laet sad bitter ay ; 
Ab He hangs *twixt eazth and heaven. 



Hark! Hecriesoot << It is finished T' 
Bows ffis Sacred Head, and dies ; 

Finished now, Hie great transaction. 
Offered ap the Sacrifice! 

In the silent tomb they laid Him, 
Placed the stone and seal in vain ; 

Jesus faithful to His promise. 
On the third day rose again. 

See the trembling weeping Maiy, 
Mourning o*er her Master's doom ; 

Searching for her risen Saviour, 
In the da^ and silent tomb. 



Hear her say in pleading accents, 
'* Sir, if thou hast borne Him hence ; 

Tell me where thou hast laid Him," 
Keep me not in this suspense. 
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Jesus saith unto her, << Mary ! " 
Then she turns in glad surprise; 

And beholds her Lord and Master, 
Stand before her wondering eyes. 

See Him meet with His disciples, 
Chasing all their fears away ; 

Turning sadness into gladness, — 
Turning darkness into day. 

Hear His words to doubting Thomas, 
** Thrust thy hand into M^ side ; 

Be not faithless, — ^but believmg. 
And in Me alone abide ! " 

See the two disciples walking. 
As they journey they are sad ; 

But the loving Saviour nears them. 
And His presence makes them glad ! 

Thus He sought to soothe their sorrows. 

Thus He sought to cheer their way ; 
Telling them if they were faithful. 
They should reach the refdms of day ! 

See Him from the Mount ascending, 
Up to where He was before ; 

Angels now before Him bending. 
All His boundless love adore. 

From His Royal Throne in glory. 
He beholds us when we stray ; 

Says, in tones of deep compassion, 
" Follow me, I am the Way ! 



tt 
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M. 



Come, and I will love you freely, 
Gome, and hide you in my breaat ; 
Oh, ye weary, heavy laden. 
Come, and I will give you rest^ 

** Come, although your sins are scarlet^ 
I will wash them white as snow ; 

Come, and know you sins forgiven, 
Taste a Saviour's love below." 

Saviour by Thy grace assisting. 
We would humbly follow Thee ; 

When this mortal life is ended, 
And our spirits are set free. 

Saviour, in Thy great compassion, 
Raise us to the realms above ; 

There with all Thy ransomed children,. 
May we sing Thy boundless love ! 

Blessing, Honour, Power, and Glory,, 
Be ascribed to Thy Great Name ; 

Endless praises and dominion. 
To the Lamb that once was slain. I 
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Wit (Bt^mfit, 



The Orphanage Asylum, 
For the friendless and alone ; 

For the fatherless and motherless, 
For those who have no home, — 

Is worthy of the aid of all 
Who have it in their power ; 

To help tibe friendless and distressed. 
In sorrow's darkest hour. 

There's not a more heart-rending sight 

To be seen anywhere, 
Than young, and helpless children, left 

Witiiout parental care. 

This glorious world of sun and shade. 

So full of joy to some, 
Yields but little consolation 

To those who are alone. 

No father's loving voice to warn. 

No mother's gentle care ; 
But homeless in the wide, wide, world, 

Exposed to every snare. 

But the Orphanage Asylum, 
Will provide for their distress ; 

Alleviate their sorrow, 
And make their burden less. 

£2 
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Will ffuide their erring steps aright, 

Wifi be their prop and stay ; 
In place of those whom death's cold hand. 

Has early called way. 

Many, in pity, lend their aid. 

Many their time employ ; 
Striving to cause the widow's heart, 

To sing aloud for joy ! 

And those who hear the orphans cry, 

Shall reap a rich reward ; 
For he that giveth to the poor, 

Lendeth unto the Lord. 

Oh, then may great success attend 

The little Orphan's Home; 
And they will feel, with thankful hearts. 

They are not left alone. 

Give them instruction, feed them. 

And clothe them for awhile ; 
They will pay you, yes, o'er pay you. 

With gratitudes smile. 

As days, and weeks, and months glide by. 

And years roll away ; 
Success attend the Orphanage, 

*Tis thus that we wfil pray. ♦ 



* The above lines were oomposed on the Orphanage of Her Ma- 
jesty'B Oustoms Out-door Department, London, established 1866. 
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May Heaven bless thee little one^ 

Upon thy natal day ; 
Thou wast committed to our care. 

In the smiling month of May. 

When first I saw thy infant form. 
My heart was filled with joy ; 

E'en greater bUss than when I gazed 
Upon my baby boys. 

And dajr by day, and week by week, 
Thy infimt charms expand ; 

And oh, I would not part mtb. thee 
For riches, house, or land. 

Thy fedry form, thy smiling hce, 

L9 pleasant to behold ; 
And to us at home who love thee, 

Thoa art worth thy weight in gold ! 

May Heaven bless thee little one^ 

And may thy little Ufa, 
Bind doser stiU in bonds of love^ 

The husband and the wife. 

May Heaven bless thee, little one. 
As weeks and months increase ; 

May thy young life, thy tender years, 
Be fall of joy and peace. 
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May Heaven blees thee, little one, 

E'on to thy joiimey*8 end ; 
Truth be thy creed, — God be thy guide. 

Thy Everlaflting Friend. 

May Heaven blesa thee, little one, 

And may Almighty love 
Be with thee all tiiy journey through, 

And guide to Heaven above. 

And there may'st thou, my own sweet child. 

With saints and angels meet ; 
And bow with all the Heavenly Host, 

Before the Saviour's feet. 



f |t ®l)if |tar. 



Another year is closing now. 
Its moments swiftly flying ; 

Thon lot us think upon the past, 
Whilo our old friend is dying. 

• 

The year has nearly sped away. 
With all its joy and sorrow ; 

And we can ne er recall the past, 
Or count upon to-morrow. 
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And when we think of days gone hy, 
We cannot help but sighing ! 

How many vows we adl have made, 
On our own strength relying. 

How oft the Saviour's voice has called, 
His mercies o'er us yearning ; 

But we, alas ! have turned away, 
His invitations spuming. 

The sins and follies of the year, 
Has loudly called for vengeance! 

But G-od hath kindly granted us 
Time for sincere repentance. 

How often we have been cast down, 
By sins, and doubts, and fears ; 

'Till like a ray of heavenly light, 
Some words of hope has cheered. 

Great Saviour, look upon us now, 

Oh, hear our supplication ! 
Forgive the follies of the year, 

A^d show us Thy salvation. 

Oh, that we from this time may be, 
By Thy Good Spirit lighted ; 

Oh, Saviour, let us never be 
By sin again benighted ! 

May we the time we have to live, 
Live always in Thy favour ; 

And may we ever find in Thee 
A kind, and loving Saviour I 
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The little child, with bounding step, 
With sparkling eye, and coral lip. 

May fade, and droop, and die ; 
And many hearts may be forlorn, 
Because some cherished, tiny form, 

Beneath the sod doth lie ! 

The boy so full of mirth and glee, 
"From every care and sorrow free ; 

Disease may lay him low. 
His bounding heart may cease to beat, 
His loved voice ne'er again may greet 

The mourning ones below. 

The youthful maiden, fuU of grace, 
May early find a resting place 

Beneath the dewy sod. 
And those who mourn the cherished clay 
Should hear the summons to them say, — 

'* Prepare to meet your Gk)d ! " 

The happy wife that looks with pride, 
Upon the husband by her side ; 

Long ere the year has gone. 
In sable robes may be arrayed, 
Her dearest treasure in the grave. 

Her widowhood may mourn ! 

The mother of a joyous band. 

Who, as her children round her stand. 

Thinks of long years to come. 
The silent messenger of death 
May call her to resign her breath. 

And lay her in the tomb ! 
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The aged man, with hoary hair, 
With furrowed brow, betokening care, 

May quit his cumbrous clay ; 
His spirit wing its rapid flight 
Far from this world, where sin doth blight, 

To realms of endless day I 

And thus it is we none can know, 
If health, or sickness, joy, or woe, 

Or life, or death, shall be. 
Father, into Thy hands we fsdl, ' 
Thou knowest what is best for all, — 

We leave it Lord, to Thee. 

But when our years on earth shall dose, 
And when we face our final foe, 

Oh, Saviour, be Thou near ; — 
Conduct us through the valley's shade, 
And lend us Thy all-powerful aid. 

And with Thy presence cheer. 

And in that Heayenly Home above. 
Whore angels sing of Jesus' love. 

May we the chorus swell ; 
And ever live in His embrace, — 
And ever see Him, h^e to &Lce ! — 

Who doeth all things welL 
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^tll^'i firfffru. 



'Twas on a summer's eve, ccJm, calm, and 
Still ; and not a sound was heard, save now 
And then, the rustling of a leaf ; — The silvery 
Moon spread her dear light around. 
Beneath an old oak tree a youthful 
Maiden sat, her head bowed down — 
Her frame convulsed with sobs. 
But, hush ! she hears a rustling 'midst 
The trees ; and throwing back her 
Clustering curls, damp with the 
Dew of eve, she listens breathlessly. 
Then wipes "away her tears, and rises 
From her seat ; — then from a winding 
In the wood a youth steps forth. 
With form erect, — ^yet with a trembling 
In his frame, which tells there is a 
Struggle going on in that proud heart. 

At length he speaks, — " So, Nelly you are 
Here, true to your word. I almost feared 
You would not ^hear again my 
Vows, or listen to my words of love. 
But, Nelly, darling, why so pale, and 
Gold, and sad ; you were not wont to 
Greet me thus. Can you not trust me P— 
I who have loved you long, and 
Tenderly, even from my boyhood's earliest 
Days. Speak to me, Nelly, you will not 
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Look, perhaps that sight may melt 

Tour rooky heart, that used 

To he so tender ; and as you look, 

Think of Uie day our dear departed ones 

Were laid heneath the sod. Think of your 

Mother's dying words: — 'Bernard, my son. 

My only son, take heed and hearken 

To my words, the last that you will 

Ever hear me speak, engrave them 

On your heart ; trust me, my son. 

That they will lead you safjy home.* 

Even now I think I hear your sohs, 
And see you take that cold white hand 
Within your own. And then, with tremhling 
Voice utter these words, — * This God shall 
Be my Gk)d, for ever and ever ! He shall 
Be my Guide even unto death ! ' 
Tou have not forgotten those words. 
Bernard, you weep, thank G^d ! 
Tour heart is melting : Listen yet 
Again, do you not remember her 
Look of love to me. And her dying 
Words of counsel. ' KeUy, my dear adopted 
Child, look to my son, my well beloved 
Son ; cease not to pray for him both 
Mom and eve. And meet me, oh, my 
Ghildren, meet me in the world beyond 
The tomb ! ' And then remember, Bernard, 
How we kneeled beside the lifeless clay, 
And prayed that the Great God of 
Heaven would be our Refuge ! 
We were all alone in this cold world ; 
Did He not hear our prayers for guidance 
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And direction ; hath He not dealt bountifully with us 
And showered upon us blessings, — 
Even all that heart could wish. 

Oh, Bernard, hear me yet again, 
Can you look upon this world, this 
Glorious world ; — That starry sky. 
That silvery moon, — ^these noble trees, — 
These fields of waving com, — and 
Say, — There is no God ! — ^Nay, more, search 
Deep into your heart ; think 
Of the day when your immortal spirit 
Shall take its everlasting flight. 
And tell me, can you say there is no Ood 9 " 

Then came the answer : " Nelly, dear, it 
Is enough. I have been foolish. 
Way wttrd. I have wandered fsx 
From God ; kneel with me, Nelly, 
Peradventure He will hear your ' 
Prayer, and take me back into 
His fold. Gt)d is my Witness, from 
This hour I take Him for my Guide ! " 

Then folding both his arms around 
The trembling girl, he kissed her 
Brow and lips ; and from that 
Moment they were one in heart ! 
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W^i gnittkarb's cpu. 



Twas a dark dreary night, and the rain was fast 
falling, 
The wind from the eastward blew piercing and 
cold , 
As I saw from my window just under the gas- 
lamp. 
The trembling form of a child ten years old. 



Her hair hung in clusters of fair auburn ringlets^. 

Her blue eyes looked wistfully, timidly round , 
As she gathered her shawl tighter round her fair 
shoulders, 

And trembled and shrunk back at every sound. 

Then she clasped her small dimpled hands meekly 
together, 
I saw her lips moving, and knew 'twas in prayer ; 
And I thought as I gazed she looked more like an 
angel, 
So radient with beauty, so passingly fair ! 



Then ringing the bell, I dismissed an attendant 

To bring the fair maiden at once to my home ; 
And I thought in my heart if the child is an 
orphan, 
I will take her, adopt her, and call lier my 
own! 
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In a few momnnts more she was standing beside me, 
Confidingly resting her head on my oreast ; 

And I felt at that moment, to own suoh a trea- 
sure, 
I would willingly give all the wealth I possessed. 

I thought of the day when I stood by the grare 
side, 
Where mj husband, and only child, silently lav; 
And I said in my grief, I am widowed and child- 
less, 
Oh, would I could rest with the beautiful day. 

My heart was rebellious, and nought could con- 
sole me. 
Until I could look to my Saviour and God : 

To Him who had led me through sorrows dark 
waters. 

To Him who had bid me pass under the rod. 

I know that my husband and child are safe 
landed, 
For truly they trusted in Jesus alone ; 
And I know at the gate of yon heavenly city, 
They are watching, and waiting, to welcome me 
home. 

But I am digressing, so back to my subject, 
'Tis not my own history I would relate ; 

But that of the sweet child now standing beside 
me. 
So sad was her young life, so mournful her fate. 
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Again and again did I kiss the fair forehead, 
And bade her her sorrows to me to unfold ; 

Then she raised her large mournful eyes sadly to- 
wards me, 
And this was ih.Q sorrowful tale that she told. 



''My name is Grace Leslie, I am not an orphan. 
My own dear Mamma," — but at that beloved 
name. 

The rosy lips quivered, the fairy form trembled, 
And deep sobs convulsed the small delicate frame. 



Then checking them back she went on with her 
story, 
" I fear, oh, I fear, she is going to die ; 
But she tells me that if I am good I shall meet 
her, 
And be a bright angel above the blue sky. 



" *Tis four years ago, mam, but well I remember, 
We had such a beautiful, beautiful, home ; 

And all the day long we were joyous and happy, 
And thought not of trials or troubles to come. 

"And all round our home my dear parents were 
welcome, 
Wherever a mansion or humble cot stood ; 
And mamma would smile sweetly to hear papa^s 
praises, 
For every one said he was noble and good ! 
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** And eyeiy morning, and every eyening. 
Papa and mamma used to kneel down taid pray ; 

And oh, I remember, the words thai they uttered, 
Ab if they had spoken them only to-day ! 

" I have heard mamma say she saw no cloud arising. 
Nor dreamed of the storm that was so dose at 
hand ; 
But she told me it led her much nearer to Jesus^ 
And made her think more of the Heavenly 
land. 

** But weeks passed away, and mamma's &ce grew 
paler. 
Because dear papa would stay hours away; 
And when he returned it was late in the evening. 
And then he would never kneel with us to 
pray. 

** His hand used to tremble, his eyes became blood- 
shot. 
And often harsh words to manmia he would 
speak; 
Andyoung as I was, my heart filled with ang^uish. 
When I saw the sad tears rolling down her paW 
cheek. 

"And then she woiild kneel down gently beside 
him, 
And taking his trembling hand in her own, 
Would beseech him to think of the days that were 
^one by. 
Of his wife, and his child, and our once happy 
home ! 
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** But trials and troubles came thickly upon i», 

And rarely it was that mamma ever smiled; 
Except whmi she clasped her arms tenderly round 
me, 
And whispered, — Gtod bless you, — my own dar- 
ling child ! 

*' Then those that once flattered looked coldly -upon 
us. 
And in our great sorrow they left us alone ! 
So we left our dear home in the beautiful country. 
And came here to dwell where we would be 
unknown. 



** And evenr day dear papa plunges deeper. 
And £Eirther and farther he wanders astray ; 

And every day my dear mother grows 
weaker. 
And surely, too surely, is passing away. 



** I left her this evening so peacefully sleeping. 
No traces of sorrow upon her sweet face ; 

And, oh, were it not for my poor erring father, 
I would go with mamma to her last resting 
place. 

*' For three weary years, in storm and in sun- 
shine. 

With a sorrowful heart I have wended my way ; 
To beg of my father to leave his companions. 

And oft have I waited till dawning of day. 

F 2 
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"And as I have gone I have nerer ceased pray- 

That his heart might he turned from darkness 
to light ; 
I go now to Him with the hlissful assurance. 
That my prayers will be answered, yes, even 
to-night! " 

" Poor child,*' I replied, " your young life has 
been blighted, 
But Jesus is yours, and you are not alone ; 
And DOW ere you seek your poor wandering 
fiither. 
Perhaps you will kindly g^de me to your home." 

In a few moments more we set out on our journey, 
The sky was beclouded, no stars gaye their 
Hght; 
The wind through the branches was mournfully 
sighing, 
And seemed to betoken a rough stormy night. 

In a neat humble cottage we quietly entered. 
And there on a low couch the sufferer lay ; 

And I gazed on the pale face so calm and so 
peaceful. 
And thought, with the child, she is passing away ! 



With a smile of much sweetness she greeted our 
entrance, 
While the maiden explained to her how we had 
met; 
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Then taking my hand, she, with gratitude, pressed 

it, 
And gave me a look I shall never forget. 



Once more the child went out in search of her 
father, 
While I sat, a watcher, heside the sick bed; 
My heart throbbed with pity, my eyes filled with 
tears. 
As I listened to all that the sufferer said. 



" My sweet child has told you our sorrowful story, 
Of which it is sad indeed for me to speak ; 

But one heart alone knows the depths of my 
sorrow, 
His grace is sufficient, though I am so weak. 

'* A few years ago, and no home was more happy. 
No husband more loving, and tender than 
mine; 
And day after day my heart's choicest affections. 
Bound him and my only child fondly ^d 
twine. 

*' And oh, how I loved them, words cannot express 

it, 
For they were the sunshine and joy of my home ; 
I thought more of the gifts thtui 1 did of the 

Giver, 
Therefore He permitted this trial to come. 
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"I have laid all my burdens and cares opoa 
Jesus, 
Though a few days ago my sorrow was 
wQd; 
When I thought the cold grave would soon dose 
upon me, 
And leave, unprotected, my beautiful child." 



I had just cheered her heart with a few words of 
promise. 
When a murmur of voices was heard in the 
street ; 
A strange fear came o'er us, and hushed were our 
whisi>ers, 
As nearer the house came the trampling of feet. 



And as I stood trembling, the door gently 
opened, 
And a rough, kindly voice, hesitatingly said ; 
" *Tis your child we have brought, mam, I grieve 
much to say it, 
But I very mudi fear that the maiden is dead ! '* 



A few words sufficed to tell the sad story. 

The child could not stand *gainst we pitiless 
blast; 
And her fair form was hurled down a steep rugged 
mountain, 
Which for so many years she in safety had 
passed. 
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The beautiful form lay all mangled and bleeding, 
But she opened her blue eyes, and peacefully 
smiled; 
While the poor mother cried out, in bitterest an- 
guish, 
** Ohf Father of Mercies, look down on my 
child!" 

Not one sigh escaped from the lips of the maiden, 
As with tenderest care she was laid on the bed ; 

A radiant smile played over her features. 
As she looked at her mother, and joyftilly said, — 

" Mamma, dear mamma, I shall be there before 
you, 

Aboye the blue sk^ and the bright shining sun ; 
And there I will wait at the gates of the ci^, 

To welcome my own dear mamma to her home. 



" But hush, *tis my father, I Jhear him returning. 
Thank Gk>d, I sliall see him once more ere I die ; 
This night he will torn from his sin and his 
folly, 
' This night he will promise to meet me on high." 



With a countenance full of remorse and of anguish. 

The fftther soon entered and stood by the bed ; 
While the maiden whose strength was now nearly 
exhausted. 
Placed her small hand in his, and with tender- 
ness said: — 
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** Papa, dear papa, I am going to leave you, 
In a few moments more you will see your child 
die; 

I go to the home of which you used to tell me^ 
That beautiful city, beyond the blue sky ! 

" But for many long years dear papa you have 
wandered. 
In the broad road that leads to dtstruction and 
woe; 
But now I beseech you return to the Saviour, 
And serve Him the rest of your journey below. 

** Oh, think of the hours my dear suffering mother 
Has been watching, and weeping, and praying 
for you ; 
And gladden, oh gladden, her heart with the pro- 
mise. 
You will turn from your sins, and begin life 
anew. 



" And though the cold grave may embrace both 
your loved ones, 

And though you may travel life's journey alone ; 
Yet think of the day we shall be re-united. 

And ne'er part again in our Heavenly Home ! " 

** Oh, wretch, that I am," cried the sorrowing 
father, 
" I have brought both my lov'd ones to misery's 
brink; 
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Great God! from this very hour, Thou art my 
Witness, 
1 will never ag^ain taste a drop of strong drink. 



" Oh, would that my wife and my child might be 
spared. 
To witness, with joy, my return to the fold ; 
Oh, would I could prove my repentance sincere. 
Before they are speechless, and silent, and 
cold." 

A^dn and again did the husband and father 

Implore for^yeness for all he had done; 
But his pleadings were checked as he looked at 
his daughter. 
And listened, with awe, to the song that^she 
sung. 

** I am i>assing, dear father, safe over the river, 
Life's brief day of anguish soon, soon, will be 
o'er; 
I go to the home where our lov'd ones are dwel- 
ling. 
Oh, hasten to meet me, on that peaceful shore ! 



" Papa, dear papa, see the golden gates open ! 

Bright angels are waiting to welcome me 
through ; 
Soon, soon, I shall join in their loud Hallelujah, 

And sing the glad song that for ever is new. 
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** Farewell, dear Mamma, very soon you will join 

me, 

And dwell in the beautiful mansiona on high ; 

Where death shall ne'er enter, and partings ne'er 

sever, 

Papa you will meet us in Heaven, — Qood bye.'* 



A sweet smile illumined the fiftoe of the maiden. 
Her sorrows were ended, her youthful heart 
still; 
While the agonised father bent over and whis- 
pered, 
'* By Qod's grace aiwnsting me, darling, I wilL 



" This night by the side of my child's lifSsleas 
body. 
And by tiie sick bed of the wife of my youth ; 
Great God, in Thy strength, I renounce all my 
errors, 
And by Thy help serve Thee, and walk in Thy 
Truth." 



For many long weeks did the suffering wifo 
linger. 
Between life and death, but relief came at 
last; 
Tears of joy filled the eyes of the penitent hus- 
band, 
When he heard the glad news that the orisii 
was past. 
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The sun of prosperity once more shone on them. 
And a peace which the world cannot give filled 
their breast; 
And sweet was the thought of a joyfol re-union, 
With tiie diild of their love in the Haven of 
Best! 



f |[t f 0lrt 0f CP1)|[00]>. 



The sun was sinkiTig in the west, 

Tipping the hills with gold ; 
The little lark san^ mermy, 

The sheep were in the fold. 

And nature all looked blithe and gay, 
In her robe of green arrrayed ; 

The yerdant lawn was decked with flowers, 
The cooling fountains played. , 

Clad in a robe of spotless white, 

A youthful maiden stands ; 
Her eyes cast down, her cheek as pale, 

As the lilly in her hand ! 

At length she hears a well-known step, 

And looking up she spied 
A handsome loolnng noble youth, 

It was young Ernest Clyde. 



And j^ently laking one small hand. 

He elaflped it in his own ; 
" So Lilly dear, to-morrow. 

Ton must leare your own dear home.' 



** Tea, Ernest, we must leare yon now. 

Physicians all agree. 
Mamma must rery shortly die. 

Unless we cross the 



" So, Ernest, take this simple gift» 
'Tis a lilly of my own make ; 

Bat I know that you will prize it, 
And keep it for my sake. 

" And then when e'er yon look at it^ 

Ton will remember me ; 
Your own, yonr loving LiQy, 

Far, fax, across the 



*< And Lilly you will not forget, 
How oft in your young life, 

Tou said none but your own swe^ sel^ 
Should be my little wile. 

'< And now you must for seTeral years 

Dwell in a distant land ; 
And Lilly dear, while fax away. 

Others will seek your hand. 

** But now before we say. Farewell! 

Oh, promise me, I pray. 
That none shall steal my lovely flower, 

While you are fiur away." 
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He passed his arm gently around 

The lovely trembling child, 
And bent his long and earnest gaze 

Upon her eyes so mild. 

** These pearly drops that even now 

Are glistening in your eyes ; 
This trembling form, — this beating heart. 

These deep, but stifled sighs 

" Tell me that I alone possess, 

Tour undivided heart ; 
And with this thought, no, not for worlds ! 

I could not, would not, part." 

And then in accents soft and low, 

He breathed a solemn vow ; 
Then bending down, he pressed a kiss 

Upon her snowy brow. 

Again and yet again he pressed 

The maiden to his heart ; 
And truly these young lovers felt 

How hard it was to part. 

Day after day, week after week, 
" Month after month rolled by ; 
And now 'tis four long years and more. 
Since Lilly went away. 

Her mother quite restored to health. 

Is anxious to return 
To the dwelling place of early years. 

Her first and dearest home. 
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And full of J07 our Lilly writes, — 
** A fSew more weeks, and then 

I shall stand within my own loyed home, 
And hy your side again. 

"We oome home in our own new ship, 
*Tis called the Ernest Clyde; 

She is a noble ressel. 
And gallantly she rides." 

And Ernest reads the welcome news, 
And his heart is filled with joy ; 

He dreams of earthly happiness. 
And bliss without alloy. 

The wares were rolling mountains high. 

And fearful was the sound ; 
The lightning flashed across the sky. 

And thunder pealed around. 

That noble ship, the Ernest Clyde, 
Was tossed in that rough sea ; 

No single ray of hope was left, 
And time passed mournfully. 

And many think of home and friends, 

And many in ang^uish sigh ; 
For oh, how precious home appears. 

When we are called to die. 

The husband clasped his gentle wifB, 

And bade her look above, 
To Him who rules the stormy sea,— 

To Him whose name is Love ! 
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In frantic grief a mother knelt, 
And clasped her first-born child ; 

But the little innocent looked up 
Into her &C6 and amiled. 

Unmindful of the danger, 
Ghized with wonder on the rest ; 

Then lajdng down its little head. 
Nestled doser to her breast. 

A father knelt in ang^uish deep. 

Over a hunting form ; 
liUy, my only precious child, 

Would you had not been lK>m. 

Darker and darker grew the night. 
Louder the thunder roared ; 

And fear, and anguish, and distress. 
Prevailed o'er aJl on board. 

There came a loud, a fearful crash, 

A great, a mighty shock ; 
Then the despairing cry went round. 

She's struck upon a rock ! 

Fainter and fiiinter grew the cries. 
As they sank to rise no more ; 

'Till of the passengers and crew. 
Survivors were but four ! 

Another ship was in that storm. 
And tried in vain to save ; 

Then sent the tidings home that all 
Had found a watery grave ! 
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The gloriona son in aplendour rose. 
And smiled on the calm blae sea ; 

Not a ripple was left to tell the tale 
Of the last night*s misery. 

And drifting in a Httle boat, 
Half dead with despair and grief; 

No living soul to hear them cry. 
Or any to bring relief! 

Pale, calm, and cold our Lilly sat. 
And though her g^ef was wild. 

She calmed her own deep sorrow. 
And soothed a genUe duld. 

Hour after hour passed away. 

And night came on again ; 
All day they'd been buoyed up with hope, 

But hope, alas, seemed vain ! 

Again the tempest voice is heard. 

Again the wailing cry ; 
But a light is in the distance seen, 

A ship is passing by. 

Hark ! to that cry of deep distress, 

I hear it yet €igain ; 
Quick, quick, my men, the captain cried. 

And let the life boat down. 

Some moments more of dread suspense. 

And then the sufferers see 
A life boat, — and 'tis nearing them. 

Over the angiy sea. 
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Some moments more and they are safe 
On a ship that is outward bound ; 

And Idnd and sympathising hearts 
Gkither in pily round. 

Now we*ll return to Ernest's home, 
And see what's passing there ; 

For he has heard tiie dreadful news, 
And sinks into despair. 

He knows not that his Lilly's saved, 

But waking or asleep ; 
He sees nought but her lovely form 

Sinking into the deep ! 

Day after day his health declined, 

And life seemed waning fast ; 
Physicians shook their heads and said 

That every hope was past. 

** Mother, why are you so sad P " 

Our Ernest said one day ; 
" 'Tis only when I see you weep 

I have a wish to stay. 

'* To stay and comfort you, Mother, 
Though there's nought can comfort me. 

Since my dearest earthly treasure 
Is buried in the sea. 

" Mother, I have no wish to live, 

1 long to welcome death ; 
And underneath the green yew tree. 

To lay me down and rest." 
a 
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But joyful tidings soon be haan, 

That Lilly's hfe was saved ; 
That she had been in danger*B hour 

Snatched from a watery grave. 

Soon be beholds her lovely form, 
And clasped her to his heart ; 

Then murmurs in a trembling tone— 
We have only met to part ! 

And Lolly notes the pallid brow, 

And sinking at his feet, 
She cried in piteous accents, — 

"Oh! is it thus we meet P" 

** My father, and my mother dear^ 
Both found a watery grave ; 

And I alone, out of the three, 
I, only I, was saved I 

" Their grave is in the boundless deep^ 

Far from our native shore ; 
Oh, would that I had died with them. 

If hope for you is o'er. 

" And Ernest, on that fearful night. 

When on the angry sea. 
It was for you alone I lived,-^ 

Now, Ernest, live for me !" 

*< Qod spare me, for thy own dear sake. 
Life would be sweet with thee ; 

But Lilly dear, it is too late, — 
There is no hope for me ! " 
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But who can tall the power of lore, 
What wonders it hath wrought ; 

Back from the portals of the grayo, 
Love many a one has brought. 

And Ernest felt its healing power, 
As days and weeks passed by, 

The colour came back to his cheek, 
The lustre to his eye. 

Again they stand in that sweet spot^ 
As they did in days of yore ; 

And talk of happy days to come, — 
Of troubles that are o'er. 

Again he clasped her to his heart. 
And looked on her with pride ; 

Then gently whispered in her ear, 
" My own, my lovely bride ! 
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And now my tale is ended. 

Will any dare to say, — 
That the deep true love of childhood's yean. 

Shall ever pass away. 
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Wit Smn^gUr's MJSt 



Why looks the mother lonely, 

Within her cottage home ; 
Even when her first bom's prayer ascends 

To the Almighty's throne. 

And her lovely cradled infant 

Is calmly sleeping by ; 
8afe guarded by a mother's care, 

A mother's watchful eye. 



It is a summer's evening, 

And all is calm and still ; 
Saving the music of the birds, 

Ana rippling of the rill. 

The fragrance of a thousand flowers 
Through the open casement came ; 

And rosebuds tapp'd with graceM nod, 
At every window pane. 

And nature's voice is saying 

To every heart — rejoice ; 
Yet is the mother pensive, 

And mournful is her voice. 
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She is waiting the home coining, 

Of one to her bo dear ; 
Who alone can chase her sadness, 

And check the silent tear. 

For hours she has listened. 

Nor even spoke a word ; 
Till she is sad and weary, 

Weary with hope deferred. 

At length her ear catches 

The welcome well-known sound ; 
And soon her husband's loving arms 

^idrde her around. 

He kisses her £ur forehead, 
And pats her pale cheek ; 

QsLzeR intently on his babe. 
But has no word to speak. 

There is a doud upon his brow, 
His lips are firmly pressed ; 

He tries in vain to still his fears, 
And calm his troubled breast. 

He sits down by his cheerful fire. 
In silence takes his meal ; 

And scarcely seems to note at all 
His Ellen's mute appeal. 

The clock is sadly ticking, 

And seems to him to sav, 
The evening hour is passing, — 

Is passing, swift away. 
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The wife is watching anxiouslT, 
With countenanoe distressed ; 

She knows the straggle going on. 
Within her hoshand's oreast. 

At length he takes her hand in his, 

And with a heavy sigh, 
Looks anxiously and tenderly 

Upon her tearfol eye. 

" Say is there any trouble 

Tour Ellen may not share, 
Or any burden," she inquired, 
I may not help to bear P' 
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She spoke in g^entle accents, — 
" All through our wedded lifs. 

Tell me, dear husband, have I been 
Less the true Mend than wife." 

" Nay, Ellen, nay, 'tis only this, 

My spirits are so low ; 
And yet in truth I know not why, 

So do not tremble so. 

« Tou know my labour of to night, 
Is no new thmg with me ; 

But one which I have often done 
Successfully, you see. 

** The Bessie is expected 

To land her cargo near. 
But not until the moon goes down ; 

There is no cause for fear. 
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" But what should make me joyous/ 

He in a whisper said, 
** Weighs down my heart as if its veinf 

Were filled with molten lead.'* 

** Then go not dearest husband 
With that reckless daring band; 

But listen to my warning yoice. 
And to my prayer attend." 

** That prayer of thine, my Ellen, 

So often urgfed before. 
Will soon be answered ; but to night 

Must see me on the e^ore. 

** Ere midnight comes I must be there, 
For I have pledged my word ; 

After that wiUi the smugglers' band. 
My voice shall not be heard. 

^ And now &rewell, my Ellen, 
This will be my last nighti " 

He kissed his boy and babe once more, 
And soon was out of sight. 

And Ellen watched him 'till he reached 

The turning of the road ; 
Then sighing heavily, she turned 

Again to her abode. 

Then kneeling down in anguish deep 

Beside her boy and babe, 
She offered up her prayer to Him, 

Who, alone, has power to save ! 



-■Remote »!^ltfA^>®®^ 

ifti«**ik •10008'*^ 



\ 

1 



89 



The smile of affection 

Beamed ever on her face ; 
More gentle was her winning voioei 

More loving her embrace. 

And thus it was she sought to soothe 

His sorrows day by day ; 
'Tin he thought his humble cot as bright 

As the mansion £u away ! 

But because he felt himself to be 
A wronged and injured man ; 

And partly from necessity 
He joined the smugglers* band! 

# 

In vain his wife had tried to wean 
Him from a course of crime ; 

His answer was — " I'll persevere 
'Till that lost estate is mine ! " 

And Herbert felt each da^ with joy 

His efforts were not vain ; 
And fondly hoped his boyhood's home 

Would soon be his again. 

It was this feeling and this hope 

That animated him ; 
As he stood by the deserted house, 

And fondly looked within. 

Soon shall ye be my own, he said, 

And in your spacious halls, 
Shall my Ellen sit as meekly, 

As within her cottage walls. 
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Soon shall ye be my own again, 
Home of my boyhood's years ; 

Then wherefore should my heart be lad. 
So full of doubts and fears. 

He whistled and was answered, 

And soon we see him stand, 
Midst daring men who welcome him. 

The leader of their band 1 

** Comrades the moon is waning. 

Is any one aloft P " 
« Yes, sir, I warrant we shall see 

The Bessie ten miles off," 

Eeplied a hardy seaman, 

'* Yes, yes, sir, all is safe. 
The bonme Bess will land her freight 

Long before morning breaks." 

The gang were chafcting merrily. 

But Herbert sat apart ; 
His thoughts were with his lonely wife, 

And heavy was his heart. 

Full well he knew that night to her 
Would be sleepless as to hun ; 

And he trembled lest his wife anid babes, 
Should suffer for his sin. 

With throbbing pulse and buniing brow, 

He gazed upon the sky ; 
And then towards his cottage home, 

With sad and tearful eye ! 
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Then o£fered up a solemn prayer 
That those so dear to him. 

Might not be punished for hjs crime, 
Nor BufEer for his sin ! 

It was a yain and foolish prayer, 
And Herbert felt with i>ain. 

That in his own dishonour was, 
His wife and children's shame. 

Before an hour had passed away. 
The Bessie came in sight ; 

Boon the party were in motion. 
Watching anxiously her light. 

Then silently and cautiously, 
Passed down the rugged rocks ; 

Stood restless at the water's edge. 
And with impatience watched, 

The little speck so steadily, 

So dimly did it bum, 
By those alone who looked for it, 

Gould its glimmering be discerned. 

But the signal was sufficient 
For that reckless, daring band. 

And soon they find means to inform 
Their comrades where to land. 

Brief was their recognition. 
And few the words they spoke ; 

The sea was calm and not a sound 
The awful stillness broke. 



92 



Bat hush they hear a stifled scream, 

The boatman stays his oar ; 
Looks first along the oalm blue sea. 

And then towards the shore. 

And there in the dim twilight 
They thought they could perceive^ 

Something which filled their hearts with drdad 
And made them fear to breathe. 

Herbert had given his commands, 

And they b^d been obeyed ; 
And far along the craggy cli£b 

The bales had been conreyed. 

When he perceived with trembling heart 

A spy amidst the band ; 
Soon one of his most daring men 

Had seized the stranger^s hand. 



Then gently whispered in his ear, — 

" Say, is it weal or woe; 
Tell me what business brings you here. 

Speak out man, friend, or foe P " 

The stranger rushed feur up the difiSs, 

Followed by man^ an eye ; 
While one more daring than the rest, 

Fired his pistol at the spy ! 

The sound echoed from rock to rock. 

And as it died away, 
A voice was heard — '* Off! comrades, off ! 

There's no time for delay ! ** 
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But every pass was guarded, 
There was no way of escape ; 

And Herbert felt with bitter grief, 
Bepentance came too late ! 

A signal fire was blazing, 

Par up the dizzy height ; 
Which Ellen from her cottage saw. 

And sickened at the sight. 

While pale and trembling Herbert stood, 

Amidst that daring band ; 
Scarce able to unseal his lips 

To issue a command. 

There are but few exclaimed one now. 

We might make our escape ; 
Comrades we'll try and fight our way. 

Before it is too late. 

Brief was the contest but seyere, 

And came not to an end, 
'Till many smugglers had been stretched 

Upon the crimsoned sand ! 

Broken in heart was Herbert led 

Along the well-known road, 
That he had traversed oft before 

With joy, to his abode. 

The mom was breaking o'er the earth, 

A prisoner Herbert lay, 
Beside his own onco cheerful hearth, 

In terror and dismay ! 
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When a tapping at the oasement 
Aroused him from his grief ; 

With cautious step Herbert approaohed^ 
And trembling looked boieath. 

And met the gaze of his loved wife; 

Then looking quickly round 
He saw with heartfelt thankfulness, 

"EiB guards were sleeping sound. 

The window soon was opened, 

Without the least alarm. 
And soon his anxious sorrowing wife 

Was clasped within his arms ! 

A few brief whispers served to tell 
What she would have him do ; 

With eager haste she pointed out 
The course he must pursue. 

" Oh had my warning voice been heard. 

Before this f%tal night ; 
Then I had not to speieUc the words 

That send you from my sight. 

" To save the erring fiither of 

My children have I come ; 
To save you from a felon's death, 

That dreadful, dreadful doom ! " 

A few brief words, — a fond caress, 

And Herbert crept away ; 
Wliile Ellen pointed to the beach. 

And whispered, ** Don't delay ! 



t* 



95 



Wrapped in her husband's heavy coat, 

Hifl hat upon her head ; 
She sat awaiting the result, 

With tremblmg and with dread. 

The whole transaction scarce was o'er^ 

Before the guards awoke ; 
Looked carefully around the room. 

But not a word was spoke. 

And Ellen felt with trembling joy. 
Her husband's life was savea ! 

That the father of her children had 
Escaped a felon's grave. 

Above an hour had passed away. 
Ere Herbert's flight was known ; 

Vainly they searched the hills and dalet 
Around his cottage home. 

No traces of him could be found. 

To Ellen's great relief; 
And though a prisoner for a while^ 

Her bondage was but brief. 

Weary, desolate, and alone, 
She sought her humble cot ; 

But oh, how changed it now appeared^ 
How sorrowful her lot. 

Nearly a year had passed away, 
And still her heart was sad ; 

No tidings of her husband came. 
To cheer and make her glad. 
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In sadnesfi and in solitude 

Did Ellen spend her days ; 
And even her children's sweetest smiles 

And merry joyous ways, 

Failed to bring comfort to her heart, 

Or check the fedling tear ; 
All hope seemed fled, and earth looked dark. 

And desolate, and drear. 

Driven from her humble cottage home^ 

And pointed at with scorn ; 
She wandered friendless, and alone, 

Deserted, and forlorn. 

With none to comfort, — ^none to cheer, — 

But One Undying Friend ; 
Who never leaves His followers, 

But loves them to the end. 

In a dark and cheerless lodging, 

Uncared for and unknown ; 
Far from her native village 

Did Ellen find a home. 

And fervently did Ellen pray. 
Both mommg, noon, and night; 

Her erring husband might be brought 
From darkness into l^ht ! 

'Twas on a quiet summer's eve. 

Her children were at rest ; 
And EUen felt a ray of hope 

Spring up within her breast. 
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The Book of Truth lay by her side, 

And o'er its sacred page, 
Did Ellen sit and meditate, 

On Qod's mysterious ways. 

When the door was gently opened. 
And with tears of ^^tefiil joy. 

Did Herbert clasp his^wife again, 
And gaze upon his boy. 

Then he^knelt down beside the cot. 
Where his infant daughter lay ; 

Since he lastfkissed that baby brow, 
A year haa passed away. 

His loved wife kneeling by his side, 

Unitedlyjthey raise, 
With thankful hearts and tears of joy, 

Their;[song of grateful praise. 

To him who had so kindly led. 

The wanderer to his fold ; 
And brought him to his native land. 

His loved ones to behold. 

With the^calm confidence of hope 
Theyjspoke^of future days ; 

Determmed to acknowledge God, 
Henceforth in all^their ways. 

Long time they sat in converse sweet. 
And swift the hours flew by ; 

And when they rose the morning sun. 
Was shining in the sky. 

H 
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Gladly they left their humble oot^ 

And under a new name ; 
Herbert regained his character. 

His fortime, and his feune. 

And Ellen once more graced the halls^ 
Where Herbert in his pride, 

First introduced with joyful heart. 
His beautiful young bride. 

And Herbert, as he gazed upon 

His Ellen's tranqml brow. 
Would whisper she was lovely theo^ 

But far more lovely now. 

My Guardian Angel she has been, 
AH through our wedded life ; 

In health and sickness, joj and woe. 
My tried and futhfiil wife. 
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Beside an open casement stood 

A fiiir and lovely child ; 
fier fjEury form conyulsed with grie( 

Her sozrow deep and wild. 

For on a bed of pain and death. 

Her gentle mother lay ; 
A few more days and that loved form. 

Must surely pass away ! 

And ever and anon a look 

Of unutterable love, 
The mother cast upon her child. 

Then raised her eyes above. 

In heartfelt deep and fiedthful prayer, 
She sought her help to find, 

In Him wno is too wise to err,— 
Too good to be unkind. 

Edith my loving sorrowing child. 

My race is nearly run ; 
Father, I find it hard indeed, 

To say — Thy will be done 1 

h2 
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'' Oh, may I with submission take. 
And drink the bitter cup ; 
Knowing when earthly Mends forsake, 
Thou, Lord, wilt take her up. 

" It may be that her path through life 
Wm rough and stormy be ; 
Come pleasure, sorrow, joy, or woe. 
Oh may she cling to Thee. 

" Since earthly hopes and earthly joys. 
And earthly Mends must die ; 
Oh may my darling child secure, 
A mansion in the sky. 

" I leave her. Father, in Thy arms 
Of everlasting love ; 
Knowing that we shall meet again. 
In that better land above." 

Then parting back the golden curls 
From oflF the child's fair brow ; 

Kissing her tenderly, she said — 
" The conflict's over now. 

" I leave you in my Father's arms. 
Under my Father's care ; 
Go, seek His aid, my sorrowing child. 
And cast on Him your care.' 
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*' Mamma, mamma, how ccoi I live 
In this dark world alone P 
No one will love or care for me. 
When you are dead and gone ! 
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** Oh, if I could lay down with you, 
Within the grave and rest ; 
And be for ever by your side, 
I should indeed be blest" 

'' My child, my child, take heart, be calm. 
And wipe your tear^ away ; 
If faithful, you shall dwell with me, 
Through one eternal day." 

*' Not in the dark, and dreary grave, 
Under the damp green sod ; 
But in yon bright celestial world. 
With Our Saviour and Our God." 

** And now my child, dry up your tears, 
I think I hear the sound. 
Of a carriage in the distance 
Coming quickly o'er the ground." 

« « « « « « « 

Now I must take my readers back, 
Some twenly years or more ; 

To a lar^e and stately mansion* 
Built in the days of yore. 

The inmates of this mansion, were 
Two children, and their sire ; 

The girl, as fair, and beautiful, 
As a parent could desire. 

The boy, stem and commanding, 

With indomitable will ; 
Was ever proudly thinMng of 

The position he must fill. 
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The father died, and left him aole 

Possessor of his wealth ; 
Leaving the gentle timid girl. 

To struggle for herself. 

Time passed away, and suitora came. 

Some nobles of the land, 
Attracted by her winning grace. 

Sought to obtain her ha^ 

But none of them had power to gain. 

Accession to her heart ; 
From the loved object of her choice, 

The maiden would not part. 

From early years Edith had loved, 
And that love was returned ; 

And now though grown to riper yearly 
That love BtHl brightly burned. 

Sitting one day in pensive thought, 
She heard her brother's voice ; 
" Edith, I come to you, this day, 
That you may make your choice. 

" I have noticed your attachment. 
To young Edwin Somervill ; 
But, Edith, I discard you, if 
Tou marry against my will." 

" You know the lord of Manor Hall 
Would gladly claim your hand ; 
Retain your true position then, 
As a lady of the land.'' 
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** Accept the one, without delay, 
That I for you would choose ; 
And half my wealth I give to you, 
But, mark, if you refuse, 

** And wed yourself to one who boaats 
Of neitiier wealth nor feime ; 
If you should come to poverty, 
I shall not be to blame. 

'* Will you act the wiser part for oncOy 
And yield to what I say P" 
She said, tears glistening in her eyes, 
'* I tell you, Herbert, nay. 

** Tou know our own dear mother looked 
On Edwin, as a son ; 
And, because he has been plunged in grie^ 
I will not be the one 

** To add fresh fiiel to the fire ; 
For brother, I can find. 
Although he may have lost his wealth, 
He retains his noble mind. 

'* Had I a thousand years to live 
With the Lord of Manor Hall, 
One year with him my soul adores, 
Would far outweigh them all. 

** And brother, I will share his lot^ 
If it be weal or woe ; 
And where he dwells I too will dwell, 
While here on earth below.*' 
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** Be it 80, Edith, now feurewell ! 
I'll see your feice no more ; 
For in a few days from this time, 
I sail for a foreign shore. 

** And by the time that I return, 
I expect you will begone ; 
I am no more your brother, 
And this ia not your home !*' 

" Nay, Herbert, nay, oh, say not so," 

Edith in anguish said ; 
" Let us not part at variance;" 

But with sternness he replied, — 

<* You know that I inherit all 
Our sire's determined will ; 
And what I say, remember this,— 
I shaU abide by stilL" 

She raised her tearful eyes to^^his^ 
With pleading earnestness ; 
" Brother, oh do not leave me thus, 
Give me one parting kiss ? " 

" Nay, Edith, nay, jonx words are vain, 
I never can fcrgive 
Tour foolishness and waywardness, 
So long as I shall live." 

So Edith left her childhood's home^ 
And gave her hand and heart 

To one of England's noblest sons. 
Till death ^ould bid them part. 
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Years rolled away in calm pursuit, 
Their tranquil hours had flown, 

Contentment was the lot of aU, 
In Edith's happy home. 

But sad to say death entered there, 

And here her lord away ; 
He who had been her joy through life, 

Her comforter and stoy. 

She saw him laid in the cold grave. 

Under the heavy sod ; 
And thought her heart would surely break, 

Were it not for trust in Otod. 

Again she sought her brother's love, 

As she oft had done before ; 
And begged that he would look on her, 

As he did in days of yore. 

But Herbert's heart would not relent, 

His pride could never bow ; 
He would not hear his sister's prayer, 

Nor break his cruel vow. 

Boon Edith la^ upon a bed. 

Of languismng and pain ; 
From which there was no hope that she 

Could ever rise again. 

We have stood beside her dying bed. 

And listened to her prayer ; 
That her darliug child might be preserved, 

From every hurtful snare. 
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And now she only lives to hear 
Her brother's voice once more ; 

To claim his kindness for her child. 
When time with her is o'er. 

Once more she wrote, beseeching him 

To come without delay ; 
If he would see her feice again. 

Ere she had passed away. 

'Twas morning, and the glorious Bon 

Shed forth ms cheering rays; 
The hills were clad in rioiest green. 

The cattle on them grazed. 

The lovely summer sky was fleeced 

With waves of snowy clouds ; 
And flowers sent up their fragrance sweeti 

From beneath the rustling boughs. 

It was a lovely spot where stood 

The mansion of Glen Clyde ; 
Where shrubs and flowers clustered round, 

In beauty side by side. 

The park with its green expanses, 

And noble dust^ing trees ; 
Whose slender bough waved gracefully, 

Fanned by the morning breeze. 

And birds amid the branches chant 
Their sweetest notes of praise ; 

Mountain and valley, lull and dale, 
A cheerful chorus raise. 
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And fountaiiui cast their silvery shower. 

Delighting every one ; 
And dance and sparkle to the eye, 

like jewels in the sun. 

The rippling brook with gladsome BOimd* 
Was gently murmuring near ; 

Falling as soft and beautiful 
As music on the ear. 

And in that noble mansion sat, 
Surrounded by worldly good ; 

A stem browed man of middle age^ 
In deep and thoughtful mood. 

His foster son, — a noble youth, 

Some twenty summers old, 
Whose lofty brow and winning smile, 

Were pleasant to behold. 

A youthful maiden, richly clad, 

Beclined in an easy chiur ; 
And any one could plainly see 

She Imew that ^e was fair. 

True, she could boast of noble blood. 
For the maiden was high bom ; 

And nature had endowed her with 
A &ir and queenly form. 

Her glossy hair was raven hue, 
Her brow was broad and white ; 

And silken lashes swept her cheek. 
O'er eyes as dark as night. 
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But look within those lustrous orbs, 

Alas! there is no trace 
Of beaming love or tenderness, 

Or gentle winning grace. 

Some time they sat in thoughtful mood. 
And none the silence broke ; 

At length the father raised his head. 
And to his daughter spoke. 

« Here is a letter from your aunt, 
Take it my dear, and read ; 
To marry so beneath her, 
'Twas foolishness indeed. 

** She tells me she is dying, and 
Has one request to make. 
That I will take her orphan child, 
And love her for her sake." 

" Papa," the haughty beauty cried, 
" You will write and teU her nay ;" 

'* No, no, my child, I can't do that, 
Think what the world would say ! 

** Of course I shall accede to it. 
With aU my heart and will, 
Although she has dis^ced me, 
She is my sister still. 

'* I cannot, will not see her child, 
ForsiJEen and alone ; 
No, I must be her guajrdian. 
And this must be her home." 
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" I see how it will be, papa, 
The youthful beauty said ; 
You will take away your love from me, 
And lavish on her instead." 

** How foolishly you talk my ohild. 
You know you are my pride ; 

And always will ccmtinue so, 
Whatever may betide. 

'' But hasten now we must away, 
The time is flying fast ; 
And I must see my sister's face, 
^re she has breathed her last." 

A few hours brought them to the couch 
Of the suffering dying one ; 

She raised her languid eyes, and said— 
« Dear brother, you have come. 

** I knew that you would come, brother. 
And when I heard your voice. 
It fell like music on my ear, 
And made my heart rejoice." 

'* Sister I have been too severe. 
Too long my anger kept ;" 
The stem man kissed the pallid lips 
Then bowed his head and wept. 

" Nay, brother, do not weep^or me. 
For I shall die in peace, 
Since I can bid my anxious fears. 
About my darling, cease. 
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« This ia my loyed, my only obild, 
I leave her in your care ; 
Oh, take her, lore her, as your own, 
This is my dying prayer. 

'' I do not ask she may be reared 
In pomp and luxury ; 
But oh, I beg for my sweet child, 
Your love and sympathy." 

** And she shall have it, sister dear. 
So long as I shall live ; 
But now before you pass away, 
Oh, say that you forgive." 

" Forgive you, brother, yes I do, 
^d many an earnest prayer 
Has gone up to the throne above. 
That you may meet me there. 

'' My spirit soon will take its flight. 
To the bright realms on high ; 
EdiUi, my darling, do you fear. 
To see your mother die P" 

** Oh, no, mamma, I do not fear," 
The child with sweetness said ; 

'< Then kneel my love and let me place 
My hand upon your head." 

Once more the whispered prayer was heard, 

" Bless the bereaved one ;" 
Then with a peaceful smile she said, 

" Edwin I come, I come !" 
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Calmly as sinks the settinff sun 

Behind the Western hiUs, 
U pon a glorious summer eve. 

When all is hushed and still. 

So peacefully her sun went down. 

That those around her hed, 
With all their watchful care scarce knew, 

The spark of life had fled ! 

Gently they raised the cold white hand, 
From off the child's ho wed head ; 

" Good hy, good hy, dear, dear, mamma," 
Was all the orphan said. 

Bnt in the stillness of the night, 

When all around her slept ; 
A slender white-rohed tremhling form. 

Out of her chamher crept. 

With noiseless step and heavy heart, 
She gains her mother's room ; 

She heideth not the darkness. 
She cares not for the gloom. 

The restless heart heats softly now. 

The weary eyelids close ; 
And nestling by her mother's side. 

She sinks into repose. 

Sleep on sweet child, t'were well for thee, 

If that sleep were thy last ; 
If thy earthly race was ended, 

And life's rough journey past ! 



^dea. mother l.o«e. 

" 4.,u> nnfold, 

tte peasVy g»^ throng ; . 

^ ,^.^ln.ust tarry y«t. 
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" I saw a harp of purest gold 
Placed in my mother*s hand ; 
And all heaven bade her welcome 
To Canaan's happy land. 

'^ And then I heard her tune her harp, 
And heard her sweetly sing ; 
Blessing and honour, might and power, 
Be to our heavenly Kmg. 



II 



« 



Oh, yes it is a cheering thought, 

My parents are safe home ; 
But 1 am left in this wide world 

Forsaken, and alone ! " 

My child," her uncle said, " Fear not. 

For I will be your friend ; 
And shield you with a father's care, 

'Till life's rough journey end. 

** The home that in her childhood's years 
Your mother loved so well ; 
ShaU be your home, and you shall there 
In peace and plenty dwell ! 
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Money and servants at command. 
With all that heart can wish ; 

Then why, my child, such bitter tears,- 
Oh why such grief as this P 
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And my daughter too will love you, 
And woarv hours beguile ; 

happy, 
my child ?" 



And my daughter too will lo^ 

And weary hours beguile ; 

Striving to make you happy, 

Say will you not my chi] 



n« 
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<* My child, I see with heartfelt grief, 
X ou are too much like me ; 
Think of your dear lost mother, 
And strive like her to be. 

** Think how she would have welcomed 
The orphan to her home ; 
And tended her as carefully 
As if she were her own/' 

So Edith bade a sad fEirewell 
To the home of early years ; 

Entered the noble mansion 
With many doubts and fears. 

" My child," her uncle kindly said, 
" Welcome to your new home ; 
This is my orphaii niece, my boy, 
Edith, my foster son. 

'' I know that you will sympathize. 
For you too also know, 
The grief of seeing those you loved, 
By death's cold hand laid low.' 
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8he raised her eyes brimful of tears, 
Constance your fears were right ; 

For Frank with all his noble soul. 
Loved Edith at first sight. 

The touching sweetness of her voice. 
The soft light of her eye ; 

The unfeigned sorrow of her heart, 
Her sweet simplicity, 

i2 
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Moved many a heart with tenderness, 

Caused many a yoice to say, 
She is too beautiful for earth, 

She soon will pass away. 

And Frank with heartfelt sympathy, 

Sought to assuage her grief; 
And day by day, and week by week, 

His love for her increased. 

And Constance watched them day by day, 

And envy filled her breast ; 
And by her cold contempt and scorn. 

EdiUi was much distressed. 

One lovely summer*s eve she sat 

Under the willow tree ; 
Gkizing with thoughtful eamestnesfl. 

Upon the calm blue sea. 

The colour mantled on her cheek, 
As she heard a loved voice say ; 

I thought that I should find you where 
So oft you love to stray. 

" Edith, twelve years ago this day, 
Out in a foreign land, 
My gentle mother was removed, 
!oy death's cold icy hand. 

** Edith I never have before 

Mentioned my mother's name ; 
Because I knew that sacred word. 
Would give your young heart pain. 
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** "We both axe orphans here, but still 
We are not left alone ; 
For we have a loving Father, 
That careth for His own. 
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I know my mother's dying prayer 

Was registered on high ; 
That I might seek help from above, 

And find it ever nigh. 

" I never shall forget her look 

Of tenderness and love ; 
As she bade me seek to meet her in 

That better land above. 

" A smile lit up her dying fiEuse, 
A smile of holy joy ; 
As she raised her hand, and sweetly said, 
* You will meet me there my boy.' 

** And then she placed her thin white hand 
Upon my boyish brow ; 
And the laist kiss my mother gave, 
I think I feel it now 

" I stood with reverential awe 
Beside her dying bed ; 
And then they took me by the hand, 
And told me she was dead. 

'' The sense of loneliness I felt. 
You, Edith, sadly know ; 
Thank Ood that it has taught us not 
To seek our joy below ! 
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** Your nnde then was vimting 
Near my beloved homOy 
And by conBent adopted me 
To be his foster son. 

" Just as the grass was growing 
Over my mother's graye, 
I bade farewell to that loved spot» 
And crossed the ocean wave. 

** Since that time, this has been my home^ 
With every comfort blest ; 
And since you came with us to dweO, 
Edith, you know the rest 

** You know the deep and ardent love 
That I have had for you ; 
You know the joy it gave to me 
To know you loved me too. 

*' I sought you here this day to tell 
All that is in my heart ; 
But now I have for you sad news. 
The news that we must part. 

" For, Edith, 'tis your uncle's will 
That I should for a time 
Leave this dear spot I love so weO, 
And visit foreign climes." 

The quivering lip, the starting tear. 

The pallor of her cheek ; 
The stifled sigh, titie heaving breast, 

Told more than words could speaJs. 



11» 

And as Frank clasped her to his heart, 

And wiped away the tears, 
He sought by worids of hope and loye, 

To aUay her anxious fears. 

** Take courage Edith, though I may 
Be on the stormy wave 
Eocked in the cradle of the deep, 
There's One has power to save. 

*' The same great loye, the same kind eye^ 
. The same Almighty hand 
Will guide me and be ever nigh. 
Whether by sea or land. 

** Now let us kneel and seek His aid, 
As we oft' have done before ; 
And pray that He will bring me back 
Safe to our own loined shore. 

And as she knelt down by his side, 
And bowed her young head low ; 

Her face was like her flowing robes,— 
White as the drivea snow. 

And when they rose, he folded her 

Once more to his heart ; 
And Edith whispered,—-" Tell me, 

Is it long before we part f ** 

** Not many days yon noble ship 
Will bear me from your side ; 
But oh ! what joy when I retuni 
And claim you for my bride 1 
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** Though distance may divide ua, 
And the great sea roll between ; 
Though days and weeks and months glide by, 
And years intervene 

" Ere I can stand in this loved spot 
And clasp you to my heart, 
And feel that you are all my own 
'Till death shall bid us purt 

« Till then, this heart is only thine, 
No time shall change my love ; 
The thought of you will cheer my path, 
Wherever I may rove.*' 

•* I know it Frank, I know it well. 
But sorrow fills my heart ; 
'Tis such an unexpected blow, 
The news that we must part ! 

** For ever since that sad day when 
My gentle mother died, 
'Tis you have been my faithful friend, 
My counsellor and guide. 

" And now, when you are to away, 
If trouble should assail. 
With no one near to guide my steps, 
What, if my faith should faU?" 

" Nay, Edith, nay, lean not too much ' 

Upon an earthly Mend ; 
Trust only in your Heavenly Guide, 
He will His succour lend!" 
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That night, when Edith sought her couch, 

Sweet sleep fled far away ; 
Fqf she could think of nothing but 

The bitter parting day. 

And when that day at last arrived, 
And the parting hour was o'er. 

And Frank stood on the good ship, speed 
Bound for a foreign shore. 

Then Edith sat, with aching heart, 

Under the willow tree ; 
And gazed with sad and tearful eyes 

Upon the cahn blue sea. 

And now she sees the noble ship. 
And waves her kerchief high ; 

Then murmurs in a Altering tone, 
Good by, dear Frank, good by ! 

And now the good ship speeds her way. 
With compass, map, and chart ; 

Frank gave one last fond lingering look, 
With sad and aching heart. 

Slowly the loved and cherished spot 

Eeceded from his view ; 
Then the dark shadows of the night, 

Their gloom around bim threw. 

On sped the ship, now tossed about. 
By stormy winds and waves ; 

And many feared 'twould be their lot, 
To find a watery grave ! 
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On, on, till not a speck of land 

Was seen by any eye ; 
Nought but the great deep rolling sea. 

And the blue etheiial sky. 

The glorious sun to cheer by day, 

The silvery moon by night ; 
And myriads of twinkling sturs. 

That shine with splendour br^ht. 

On, on, fEir o'er the trackless deep, 

Till landed safe at last ; 
Frank set his foot on foreign soil. 

With thanks for mercies past. 

And now his voyage safely o'er, 

He writes in cheering strain. 
Of the bright and happy days to come^ 

When £ey shall meet again. 

To Edith time passed slowly by, 

But now 'twuct hope and fear, 
She watches, prays, and hopes each day, 

Some news of Frank to hear. 

And Constance watches, schemes, and plans, 

To disappoint her hopes ; 
And sometmies even dares to wish. 

The vessel might be lost ! 

She thought it would be joy to know. 

That Frank had lost his life. 
Bather than Edith ever should 

Become his happy wife. 
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And now she thinks upon a plan. 

And truBts it will succeed ; 
She will secure the letters, 

And diligently read. 

And she will answer eyery one. 

Even as Edith would ; 
Edith whom Frank so idolised, 

And thought so true and good. 

And Edith, when she thought that Frank 
Proved false in a foreign land. 

Would wed herself to some one else, 
For many sought her hand. 

But Edith's love was far too deep 

So soon to he estranged ; 
A love so pure and true as hers, 

Gould never, never change. 

But now the mail has arrived. 
And Edith's heart heats high, 

And for the long expected news, 
She waits impatimtly. 

Now Constance, from a little child, 

Delight had always found. 
When the letter hag had heen unsealed, 

To divide the letters round. 

And now, this mom, with tremhling hand. 

Unnoticed by the rest. 
She takes the well-known letter. 

And hides it in her breast. 
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And Edith, entering, heard the 'words,— 

" Papa, dear, hero are two ; 
I think one of them is from Frank ; 

Edith, there is none for you." 

The colour mantled on her cheek. 

Then left her pale as death ; 
For sorrow filled her loving heart, 

And grief her mind distressed. 

Could it be possible that Frank, 
Whom she had loved so dear, 

Could have forgotten, and so soon, 
The love of early years ? 

Oh, no ! there must be some mistake 1 

He never, never could 
Forget her, for he was so true, 

So noble, and so good ! 

" Why, Edith, child ! " Constance remarked, 
" How deathly pale you are ! 
Why don't you go and take a walk. 
And drive away dull care, 

" Instead of going every day 
And visiting the sick. 
To read out of your precious book, 
I hate such cant as this !" 

" It is not cant, dear cousin, no ; 
To me, 'tis real joy 
To engage in such a work as this, 
For it is blest employ. 



It 



125 

And cousin, dear, were you to hear 

The words of holy love 
Fall from some lips, me thinks that yon 

Would not remain unmoved." 

" There, that will do; don't preach to me! 
Are you going to the ball ? 
There'll be some of your admirers there ; 
Amongst them, Major Hall. 

** It would be a good match for you ; 
Say, Edith, will you go ? " 
Tears glistened in her downcast eyes, 
As E^e calmly answered " No ; 

** I seek not admiration, 
I ask not for his love ; 
I care not for the joys of earth, 
I seek my joys above.** 

" More foolish you, if you despise 
Such a man as Major Hall, 
I think it is quite likely that 
You will not wed at all." 

" Don't you say so papa?" she asked, 
Then he looked up and smiled ; 
" How foolishly you talk Constance ; 
Edith, come here my child. 
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Nay, nay, poor little trembling dove, 
Why are you so distressed ? 

Come, let me fold you in my arms, 
And let your heart find rest. 
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** I fear my Edith loves our Frank, 
And her love is not returned ; 
Welly never mind, my darling child* 
Do not be so concerned. 

** For this shall always be your home. 
Then, Edith, have no fears ; 
And you shidl be the light and joy 
Of my declining years.'* 

But weeks passed by, and Edith's heart 

Gh:ew sad and weary too ; 
But again, the mail was announced. 

And hope sprang up anew. 

But doomed to disappointment still, 
She hears Constance say, 
** Here is news again £rom Frank, papa ; 
It is for me to-day. 

" He only sends a few brief lines, 
He has so much to do ; 
Edith, Frank Morton bade me give 
His kind regards to you.' 
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With tearful eyes and trembling hearty 

Flushed cheek and anxious brow ; 
She said with trembling earnestness, 
" May I not read it now." 

'♦ You read it, Edith ! Well, what next P 
You have grown very bold ; 
This letter was not sent to me, 
For your eyes to behold!" 
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" I have one here from Ladj Grey, 
One from her daughter too ; 
Perhaps Miss Somervill would like, 
To read these letters through ?" 

** Constance^" her father harshly said, 
** Must I interfere again ; 
Why is it that you so deHght, 
In giving Edith pain ? " 

" I £un would see my child adorned. 
With Edith's lowly mind ; 
I would your heart were pure as hers, 
As pitiful and kind." 

Then Constance answered ** since the day. 
You brought her to our home ; 

And promised you would look on her. 
As if she were your own. 

^' She is not satisfied with that. 
But seeks by artful wiles, 
To rob me of my father's love,— 
To win my father's smiles." 

A flush of indignation rose. 

And then as quickly fled ; 
With trembling, Edith sought her room^ 

And bowed her throbbing head. 

And sadly from her sweet blue eyes. 

There fell the silent tear, 
As she whispered all her sorrow in 

The ever listening Ear. 
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Mcantimo Frank in a foreign land, 

Counted tho wooks pass bv ; 
And to his mind and to his heart, 

Edith was ever nigh. 

From time to time the news he heard 

Was cheering to his heart ; 
For Constance knew, and knew right well. 

How to act Edith's part. 

She told him of the unwavering love, 

That still she had for him ; 
She told him of the peace and joy 

That now she felt within. 

Reminded him of da3r8 gone by. 

Those happy happy days. 
When they so oft together met, 

To meditate and pray. 

And of the happy days to come. 

She wrote in (^eerful strain ; 
And told how ardently she longed 

To see his £Ekce again. 

But time passed by on rapid wing. 
Three vears have rolled away, 

But Edith has not ceased to hope. 
To wait, to watch, and pray. 

Weary and sad with hope deferred. 
Her cheek had lost its bloom ; 

And Edith felt each day that she 
Was hastening to the tomb ! 
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The burning hectic of her cheek, 

The dim and languid eye ; 
The increasing languor of her frame, 

Told surely she must die. 

And Constance now began to feel 

The gnawings of remorse ; 
And fervently she wished she'd not 

Adopted such a course. 

And now she tries all in her power 
To atone for what she's done ; 

And treats with tenderness and love, 
The patient suffering one. 

One night when Edith sought her couch, 

After a day of pain ; 
And Oonstance stood with tearful eyes, 

Fearing all hope was vain I 

And Edith whispered — '< Cousin dear, 

I am so weak to day, 
I scarcely feel that I have strength 

To kneel down and pray. 

** But cousin you will kneel with me, 
And you will join me too ; 
And after that if I have strength, 
I wii^ to speak with you. 

** For cousin dear you have of late 
Been very very kind ; 
And I should like, without delay. 
To tell you all my mind." 
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** Wen Edith I will listen now, 
What is it you would say ; 
I daresay you would like right weQ 
To teach me how to pray." 

•* Oh, yes, indeed, indeed, I should,** 
She answered with a sigh, 

** And cousin d'ear I shall succeed, 
I trust before I die. 
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And that will not be very long, 

I feel Fm going home ; 
But cousin, dear, I have no fear, 

I shall not be alone. 

** For through the valley drear and dark. 
My Saviour passed before ; 
And He will guide me safely through^ 
To Oanaan's happy shore! 

'< Three years ago, dear cousin, 
Three years this very day. 
You recollect it, do you not P 
iVank Morton went awa j. 

" I loved him, Oonstance, loved him weD, 
Nay do not start, 'tis true ; 
And I believe still in my heart, 
Frank Morton loved me too. 

** Time after time the letters came. 
But there were none for me ; 
And sometimes I have thought he loved 
Some one across the sea. 
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** But that was just a passing thought, 
I did not cherish it ; 
Frank was so noble and so good, — 
He never could forget 

" His words of tenderness and love, 
His earnest prayers for me ; 
And our quiet meditations, 
Under the willow tree. 
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And cousin, dear though here below, 
I've suffered so much pain ; 

Yet what I ma^ not know on earth. 
In heaven will be explained. 

" But if it is m:^ Father's wUl, 
For one tmng I would pray, 
That I might hear Frank's voice again, 
Before I pass away ! 

** But I shall not be spared to see 
Many more rising sun's; 
And if my prayer should not be heard, 
I'll say — God's will be done ! 

" And Constance you will speak to him 
Of my unohsmging love ; 
And tell him I shall watch for him^ 
In that better land above. 

** Now Constance I beseech of you 
To seek the Lord by prayer ; 
And for that everlasting home. 

Begin now to prepare !" 
k2 
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I witnessed all your meetings, 
Though unbeknown to you ; 

I listened to his words of love, 
I heard his prayers too. 

'* I saw him fold you in his arms, 
And clasp you to his heart ; 
I saw the agony you felt, 
When he told you, you must part ! 

** I saw him take a last forewell, 
I heard his parting prayer ; 
I saw him raise his hand and say. 
There will be no parting there. 

** And thus it was I knew so well 
In writing, what to say ; 
Frank thinks the letters were from you. 
Even to this very day. 

** The letters that he sent to you, 
I committed to the flames ; 
And answered them even as you would. 
And signed them with your name I 

" Now I have told you all my sin, 
Oh, say can you forgive ? 
I never can forgive myself 
So long as I shall live." 



** Oh, Constance, Constance," Edith cried, 
" Why were you so unkind; 
But I will not reproach or add 
To your agony of mind. 
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"AA not HorgiTenew only 
From one ao frail aal ; 
Bat seek and voa shall find it from 
The Lord of earth and sky! 

'* Confess your sin, and He will say. 

As He hath said befbre; — 
* Daughter, thy sins are all finffiyen, 
Qo thou and sin no more.' 

Taking her cousin's hand in hers. 
She prest it to her lips ; 
" Oonstanoe I freely will forgiye,— 
Let me seal it with a ~ ' 



Then Constance rose from off her knees^ 
And raised her throbbing head, 

Gave and received the Kiss of Peace, 
And then with trembling, said— 

« Now Edith, can you bear to hear 
The news I've heard to day ; 
It is that iVank is coming home^ 
Is even on his way." 

** Is coming home!*' she cried with joy, 
" Is even on his way ; — 
Then I shall see his face again, 
Before I pass away ! " 

Meantime our Frank is neaiing home, 
Yet every hope seemed fled ; 

With restless step he paced the deck, 
And to himself he said— 
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Wliat can this sad foreboding mean 

Of some deep unseen grief, 
Viunly I try to shake it of^ 

I cannot find relief! 

And now he steps his foot on shore, 

Looks anxiously around ; 
With earnest longing gaze to see 

If Edith can be found. 

Constance stands by with beating hearty 

Her father too is near. 
And as Frank grasped them by the hand 

He saw the' glistening tear. 

Then said, '*I fear all is not well,— 

Is Edith yet alive? 
Oh tell me what sad fate it is 

That keeps her £K>m my side P" 

Then Constance told him all the tale 

Of her deceit and wrong ; 
Told of the agony she felt. 

For all that she had done. 

She bade him haste to Edith's side^ 

For life was waning fast ; 
And told him all her sufferings, 

Would soon be overpast ! 

** What F Edith dying ! and so soon,— 
It cannot, cannot be ; 
Oh, cruel Constance, how could you 
Act so deceitfully. 
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'* Bat words are Tain, withcmt delaj 
I haste to Edith's side; 
Edith whom I had hoped to make 
My own, my loTely bride ! " 

With trembling steps he sought her room,- 

Yes, it was Edith there ; 
But death had set his darkning seal. 

Upon her forehead fiiir ! 

Again and yet again Frank stooped 

To kiss the cold damp brow ; 
And Edith whispered ** All is well, 

I shall die happy now I 

" For this I ^yed for this I longed. 
My longmgs now are o'er ; 
I'to seen your fetce, Pve heard your voice. 
And now I ask no more ! " 

Then taking Constance by the hand. 

For she stood weeping by ; 
With pleading earnestness to Frank, 

She raised her languid eye. 

" You will forgive her dearest Frank, 
As you hope to be forgiven ; 
And you will teach her how to find. 
The road that leads to heaven. 

'* And now, before I pass away, 

There's one thing I would crave, — 
Lay me not down ^eath marble vault, 
fiut in my my mother's grave. 
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'' Kiss me, dear Frank, kiss me again, 
For I am going fetst ; 
Nay, grieve not, for my su£fering8 
Cannot much longer last ! 

** To-morrow is the Sabbath day, 
% The best of all the seven ; 
I shall not spend it here, oh, no, 
I shall be safe in heaven, — 

** Where there are pleasures evermore ; 
Where every one is blest ; 
Where the wicked cease from troubling. 
And the weary a^ at rest. 

** And we shall meet, dear Frank, above, 
Meet on yon blissful shore ; 
And spend a long eternity, 
Where partings are no more. 

** Hush ! hear yon not that music sweet," 

The dying maiden said ; 
« And see you not the angels bright, 

That hover round my bed. 

** My Mher ! mother ! see, they wait 
To bear my spirit home ; 
The conflict's nearly ended, and 
The victory nearly won." 

One gentle sigh, one peaceful smile. 

And Edith was no more ; 
For she had crossed the swelling flood. 

And reached the shining shore. 
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Vnth idlaaiii trsad her fitiends diew 
And dosed the tweel blue eyes ; 

Then laid the white tnaspueoft hand! 
Qeotly down by her aide. 

And then they acattered rosea white 

Upon her snowy breast; 
Then placed her in her narrow home^ 

And laid her down to rest 

Hark! to the tolling of the bdl. 
See jan sad moumfal band ; 

And listen to the solemn words 
As round the grave they stand. 

''Ashes to ashes, dost to dust," 
These words fiUl on the ear ; 
While down the cheek of many roU 
The sympathetic tear. 

The old man passed his trembling hand 

Across his nirrowed cheek ; 
To wipe away the tears that told, 

Far more than words ooold speak. 

The nut brown maid with cbesnut curls, 

And eyes of gentle ray ; 
Whispered, she taught me how to live, 

Before she passed away. 

The little child iaid piteously, 

Why did they let her die ; 
8he used to tell me of a home, 

Beyond the stsarry sky. 
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Oh, must you leave her in the grave, 

So cold, so dark, so deep ; 
Will you not take her up again, 

Perhaps she is asleep ! 

Yes, truly she had gone to sleep, 

But that sleep was profound ; 
And undisturbed she resteth, 

Down in the cold damp ground. 

In lone church-yard whore moon-beams shed 

A silvery light around ; 
One stricken mourner 'midst the dead 

Bent o'er a grassy mound. 

White roses wave around the grave. 

And bending kiss the sod ; 
Where sweetly sleeps the mortal part, 

The Spirit is with God. 

Night after night in that loved spot, 

For hours Irank would stay ; 
And gaze upon that sacred mound, 

And watch the moon-beams play. 

A few months only passed away. 

And he too found his rest ; 
By Edith's side they laid hun down. 

She was his bride in death ! 
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MatU of Comfmrt. 

JAnm suffffeited on hearing of the Death of the only 
Slater of a Dear IWend. 



Hath death with unresistless sway, 
Borne one so dear to thee away ; 

And laid her in the tomh ! 
And is thy heart oast down with grief, 
And canst thou nowhere find relief 

And art thou filled with gloom ! 

Come check thy sadness and look up 
To Him who drank the bitter cup ; 

Yet said, «* Thy will be done !" 
For if with simple child-like faith, 
T^ sister sought redeeming grace, 

Then is she safe at home. 

What, though the immortal spirit has fled. 
And she be numbered with the dead, 
Tet shall the soul unfettered stand, 
WiUi glory crowned at God's right hand. 

And canst thou grieve that she has gone 
To dwell in yon celestial home ; 
Where with an eye of tenderest love. 
She watches thee from realms above ! 
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Escaped £rom earth and all its pain. 
Tour loss is her eternal gain ; 
Ko more to suffer, or to die, 
She reigns above the starry sky ! 

Thou'dwellest in a vale of tears, 
Are subject yet to griefis and fears ; 
She dwells in everlasting day, 
And where all tears are wiped away. 

She treads the shining courts above, 
And tunes her harp to Jesus* love ; 
You have to cross the river— death. 
But she on Jesus' bosom rests. 

Then grieve not, she has reached her home. 
But calmly say, " Thy wiU be done ;" 
And by and by may you both meet. 
And cast your crowns at Jesus' feet ! 



|0I8 of €«ti\ m)! ftairtn. 



Sweet are the sacred joys of earth. 
Sweet are its many tender ties ; 

Sweet are its friendships, firm and true, 
Sweet are its cherished memories. 
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'Tia sweet to hear affection's voice, 
To feel it thrilling through our soul; 

To feel it chase away the gloom. 
That sometimes o'er our spirits rolL 

• 

'Tis sweet to see affection's eye 
Beaming with tenderness and love ; 

'Tis sweet to feel some hearts beat true 
For us whereyer we may rove. 

'Tis sweet to call up one by one, 
The hallowed scenes of bygone days ; 

'Tis sweet to think of joys to come, 
'Tis sweet to feel hope's cheering rays. 

*Tis sweet to meet with those we love, 
To listen to their welcome voice ; 

To see again the beaming smile, 
That oft has made our hearts rejoice. 

'Tis sweet to listen to the sound. 
That oft times falls upon our ear ; 

To hear the music of the voice 
In strains melodious— sweet and clear. 

'Tis sweet to look upon this world. 
That God has made so bright and &ir; 

'Tis sweet to view the flowers that bloom, 
'Tis sweet to breathe the balmy air ! 

Oh, yes, the joys of earth are sweet. 
But liiey are transient and must fcule ; 

Be it thy lot my Mend to seek 
The joys that bloom beyond the grave ! 
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Unlike the fleeting joys of time, 
Heaven's glories never fade away ; 

For in that bright celestial clime, 
'Tis one eternal joyous day I 

Unfading joys, undjpng friends. 
Unchanging glories there abound ; 

And heavenly music charms the ear, 
Mingled with no discordant sound. 

There everlasting Spring abides. 
And everlasting flowers bloom ; 

There no clouds gather o'er the skies, 
No sadness there, no grief or gloom. 

Then though the joys of earth are sweet, 
Yet we would seek the joys of heaven ; 

That there in glory we may meet, 
When earthly ties for aye are riven.* 



§tstttif»l ^jrrinjj. 



Spring, spring, beautiful spring ! 

Clothing the earth in her rich robe of green ; 

All nature rejoices, we also will sing, 

Welcome ! thrice welcome ! beautiful spring ! 

Beautiful spring ! beautiful spring ! 

With gladness we hail thee, beautiful spring I 

* The above Lines were coniposed, by request, for a Lady ' 

Fnend. 
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Beautifdl spring ! with thy sweet smelling flowers ! 

Beautiful spring ! with thy green leafy bowers ; 

Beautiful spring ! when Our Father's kind hand 

8<»ttereth sunshine all over our land. 

Beautiful spring ! beautifol spring ! 

With gladness we hail thee, beautiful spring ! 




There is a land above the bright sun. 
Where spring is abiding, Eternal her song ! 
There flowers are blooming, and know no decay ; 
There pleasures are lasting, and ne*er pass awa^. 
Gk)d grant that at last we may mount up and sing, 
Where for ever and ever 'tis beautiful spring 1 



S^e (Enb* 



T. HALL, PSINTKR, WINDMILL STBKXT, OBATK8KKD. 



